








It’s actually easy to save—when you buy Series E 
Savings Bonds through the Payroll Savings Plan. 
Once you’ve signed up at your pay office, your sav- 
ing is done for you. The Bonds you receive pay 
good interest—3% a year, compounded half-yearly 
when held to maturity. And the longer you hold 
them, the better your return. Even after maturity, 
they go on earning 10 years more. So hold on to your 
Bonds! Join Payroll Savings today—or buy Bonds 
where you bank. 


DIAGNOSIS: 


knife wound in 
the heart 





Ux DER THE blazing blue sledge hammer of 
a Chicago heat wave, the cramped, makeshift 
operating room shimmered like an oven, 
reeking of ether and carbolic. Six sweat- 
drenched, frock-coated doctors huddled in 
fascination, watching deft hands reach into 
a human chest and expertly stitch up a 
wound in the redness of a pulsing heart. 

Would he live? The surgeon mopped his 
brow and hoped. The year was 1893; the 
operation, fantastic. 

Live? Yes, he would live for many more 
years, thanks to the skill and courage of Dr. 
Daniel Hale Williams. 

Abandoned as a child, Williams. a Negro, 
had struggled hard for his medical educa- 
tion. Now only 37, he had already founded 
America’s first interracial hospital, 
Provident. And here he had just performed 
the first of the pioneering operations that 
would mark him as one of our country’s 
great surgeons, 

Sensitive and brave, Daniel Hale Williams 
was blessed with an abundance of the same 
urge to help his fellow man that binds and 
strengthens Americans today. 

And it is these strong, unified Americans 
who are our country’s real wealth—the real 
backing behind our nation’s Savings Bonds. 
In fact, they’re the true reason why U. S. 
Savings Bonds are considered one of the 
world’s finest, safest investments. 

For your own security—and for America’s 
—why not invest in Savings Bonds regu- 
larly? And hold on to them! 


Safe as America - US. Savings Bonds 


The U.S. Government does not pay for this advertisement. It is donated by this publication in cooperation with the 
Advertising Council and the Magazine Publishers of America. 
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MAKE *15°° A DAY AND MORE! 





Learn practical nursing at 
home in 12 short weeks 
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A BIG STEADY INCOME 
IMMEDIATELY! 


THIS IS THE HOME STUDY COURSE THAT Will Change Your Whole Life! 


YES, YOU CAN BE A PROFESSIONAL NURSE. You can earn the 
respect of everyone you know by helping those who urgently need 
your help. 

ALL THE REWARDS OF NURSING CAN BE YOURS. You can get out of 
your present rut and be completely independent. Select the very 
cases you want from the hundreds offered to you . . . work part or 
full time without interfering with your present home or social activi- 
ties . . . work in hospitals, clinics, doctor’s offices, convalescent 
homes, private duty. Specialize as you like .. . infant cases, hos- 
pital nursing, or travel with your patient all over the world. 


IN JUST 12 SHORT WEEKS FROM NOW you can begin to earn as 
much as $20.00 a day and you need never worry about being “laid 
off.”” Never before was there such a crying need for nurses. Today 
300,000 requests remain unfilled. Hospitals, convalescent homes, 
and doctors are begging for our graduates. No high school education 
is required for this complete nursing course. In fact many of our 
successful graduates, now earning top professional pay, have never 
even finished grammar school. If you are sincere and love people 
you have all the qualifications. 

DO NOT LET AGE PREVENT YOU from realizing your fondest 
dreams. Students from 16 to 65 have successfully completed this 
doctors’ approved course. 

IN JUST 12 SHORT WEEKS FROM NOW you can be graduated and 
wear with pride your crisp white professional nurses uniform. Fam- 
ily and friends will respect your shining silver graduation pin and 
your highly prized diploma from the nation’s outstanding profes- 
sional training school. 

STUDY AS SLOW OR AS FAST AS YOU WISH. Some of our students 
study on and off in their spare time. If you are anxious to begin 
your nursing career, you can complete the course in just 12 weeks. 
Or if you have had any previous training, you can graduate in 30 
to 60 days. 

BUT THE IMPORTANT THING IS to get free complete information 
right now. There is no cost or obligation. We will send you, as we 
have thousands of other ambitious women, a FREE sample lesson 
and a FREE nursing booklet. Clip the coupon at the right and mail 
right now. Your FREE i. will reach you by return mail. 
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SE HbO OL OF NURSING 
Chi icago 5, lil. 
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WHAT OUR GRADUATES SAY: 


Mail Coupon Today for FREE Sample Lesson. 
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POST GRADUATE HOSPITAL SCHOOL OF NURSING, 
17L17 Auditorium Bidg., Chicago 5, Ill. 


Send me, without obligation, your FREE 16-page sample lesson and 
FREE booklet on High-Paying Opportunities in Nursing. 


NAME 





ADDRESS. 
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FLIPPANT FLIRT 

Firing str styled sensa- 
ous figure-fiat- 
tering sheath hugs every 
curve in clinging rayon and 


long snug back zipper 
Slack, White or Red. Sizes 
10 to 18 $19.98 
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As a brand new reader of TAN, I wish to 
congratulate you sincerely for your wonderful 
magazine. I enjoyed particularly your Pen Pal 
column. I should like to marry an American 
girl. I am 21 years old and have dark brown 
eyes, black hair, brown complexion. I love 
dancing, modern jazz music, books and movies. 
| will answer all letters and will gladly ex- 
change photographs. 

Sebastiao Daniel Gomes 

Rua Sao Bento No. 405 17.6 sl. 1725 
Edificio America 

Sao Paulo, Brazil 


I am a very lonely G.I. stationed on the 
Island of Okinawa and don’t get very many 
letters. I am hoping that Pen Pals will help 
me. | am 18 years old. I would like to corre- 
spond with young ladies of all races between 
the ages of 16 and 22. I am 5’11”, brown com- 
plexion, brown eyes, black mustache. I am in- 
terested in all sports but like boxing the best. 

A/2c James W. Bethea 
6927th Scty. Flt. APO 239 
San Francisco, Calif. Box 15 


I am a serviceman aboard the ship U.SS. 
Boston. She is the world’s first Guided Missile 
Ship, and I am proud to be aboard her. The 
ship has four guided missiles that fit on twin 
launchers which send each missile traveling at 
a speed exceeding 3,500 miles per hour. I am 
interested in receiving letters from anyone in- 
terested in traveling, sports, or just plain 
friendly letter writing. In short, I wish to trade 
sea stories. I’ve traveled the world wide and | 
have many tales of the seven wonders of the 
world. 

Don Alonzo Trainer 
S-2 Division 

U.S.S. Boston CAG-1 
c/o FPO 

New York, N. Y. 


[ am an American Negro girl 22 years of 
age, 5'5” tall, weigh 123 Ibs. I am desirous of 
Pen Pals from all Latin American countries: 
Cuba, Puerto Rico, Mexico, etc. As I write and 
speak Spanish, I will answer letters in the 
Spanish or English language as desired. 

Edna Sims 
506 Pico St. 
Joliet, Tl. 


| am a teacher and honorary president of the 
Gold Diggers Society. I am single with above 
intelligence, education and a divine personality. 
| would like to correspond with people that live 
in Mexico and know plenty about Mexico. All 
letters will be welcome and answered promptly. 
Rene LaMonte 

1720 McCulloh St. 

Apt. 2, 2nd Fl. Rear 

Box 39 

Baltimore 17, Md. 


| would like to become a member of your 
Pen Pal club. I am interested in corresponding 
with white and colored servicemen between the 
ages of 22-26. Please don’t bother to write if 
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PEN PALS 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make 


new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. 


Keep the 


letters coming—the more the merrier!) 


you aren’t interested in marriage. 
Ruthie L. Mangum 
304 Burrway 
Dundalk 22, Md. 


I am a lonesome GI stationed in Germany. 

I would like to correspond with some nice fe- 

male between the ages of 18-45 years old. | 

am 31, weight 170 lbs., and am 5/1014” tall. | 
will exchange photos and answer all letters. 

A/2C Leon C. Smith 

AF 38529406—Box 108 

496 Ftr. Intcp. Sqdn. 

APO 65, New York, N. Y. 


I sincerely would like to be entered in your 
Pen Pal column. I am very interested in having 
Pen Pals from Brooklyn write me. I would like 
a girl between the ages of 17-19. I am 5614” 
tall in the U. S. Marines. My home is Brook- 
lyn. I am 19 years old. I will exchange photos 
on request and will answer all correspondence. 

Richard S. Davis 

P.F.C. (1504516) 

B Co. Ist Bn. 8th Marines 
2nd Mar. Div. FMP. 
Camp Lejune, N. C. 


I have an unusual request. I would like to 
correspond mainly with young men and women 
18-24 who are deaf or hard of hearing. I am a 
young lady, 18 years of age, who is hard of 
hearing. I am medium brown in coloring, 5’2” 
tall, weigh 120 lbs. I will answer all letters and 
exchange photos. I am also willing to corre- 
spond with people who are not deaf. 

Dollie Marie Stepter 
2113 S. Spaulding Ave. 
Chicago 23, III. 


I am asking you kindly to put my plea in the 
Pen Pal column. I am very lonely over here in 
Sierra Leone. I wish to correspond with nice 
American girls between the ages of 15-17. | 
am sure that once this plea is in your magazine, 


I will receive a letter. 
Oswald C. A. Horton 
P.O. Box 534 
Freetown 
Sierra Leone 


British West Africa 


I would like to correspond with young men 
and women between the ages of 18-25 (prefer- 
ably Japanese, but not necessarily). I am 18 
years old, attractive, 5’514” tall, weighing 120 
lbs. I have brown hair and eyes with light 
brown complexion. 

Iola Nakomato 
13037 Filmore St. 
Pacoima, Calif. 


I would like to correspond with young men 
28-30, single, average or above average intelli- 
gence, education and personality. | am a young 
lady 28 years old, weight 118 lbs. I would also 
like to correspond with men in all branches of 
the armed forces. All letters will be answered. 

Joann Howard 
197 E. Crosier St. 
Akron 11, Ohio 


I am a very talented young lady, just finished 
high school. I became blind when young, but 
I have regained part of my sight. After regain- 
ing my sight, I began to lose my hearing. My 
father purchased a hearing aid, and along with 
lip reading my life has been greatly improved. 
I would like to correspond with young men be- 
tween the ages of 21-26, who would like to cor- 
respond with a double-handicapped young lady. 

Johnnye Willa Mae Jackson 
1203 10th St., S. 
Cordele, Ga. 


I am an ardent reader of TAN and am mak- 
ing a request through the medium of the page 
you have so thoughtfully reserved for that 
hobby Pen Pal writing. I would like to corre- 
spond with males and females in the United 
States. I am a Negro, 22 years old, 5’1112", me- 
dium build, brown eyes. My hobbies include 
singing, swimming, attending movies and read- 
ing. | am employed in the government service 
as a clerk. I will answer all letters and am 
willing to exchange photographs. 

Frank G. Earle 
Maharaj Ave. 

Via. Mission Rd. 
San Juan, Trinidad 
British West Indies 


I am a constant reader of TAN and would 
sincerely like to be entered in your Pen Pal 
column. I am a Negro, 27 years of age, cultured 
with fine understanding, 5/11” and weigh 175. 
I am interested in corresponding with young 
ladies regardless of race or religion. I enjoy 
football, softball, swimming and modern music. 
[ will exchange photos and will answer all 
letters. 

Lloyd Stanley Merritt 
Rt. 1, Box 320 
Flatbush Rd. 
Kingston, N. Y. 


The wonderful Pen Pal section has helped 
many lonely people and I do hope it can help 
me. I am a girl 18 years old, a senior in high 
school and very lonesome. I am 5’1” tall, dark 
brown-skin, brown eyes and black hair. My 
hobbies are rock ’n’ roll records, traveling and 
writing, of course. I would like to hear from 
everybody—male and female, servicemen and 
civilians. Please hurry up and publish my let- 
ter so I can get some mail, because I get so 


lonely I could die! 
Mildred Delois Clay 
Route 1, Box 230 
Benton, Mo. 


Pen Pals wanted! I am 19, 135 pounds, 5’6”, 
tan complexion, black hair with brown eyes. 
I’m serving as a jet mechanic in the U. S. Air 
Force. I would like to correspond with girls 
17 to 20 regardless of race in the United States 
and foreign countries. I promise to answer all 
letters promptly and will exchange photos. 

A/2c Howard Que Cobb 
456th Fighter Sq. 
Castle A.F.B., Calif. 
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HER 
HUSBAND? 


Viarriage carries with it a promise to love, honor and obey. 


But there comes a time in every woman’s life when she 


must say ‘no,’ even to her husband. Here are reasons why 


| \ THE fantasy-breeding brightness of 


ba 


2 late afternoon daydream a young 
wlywed throbbed with anticipation. 
r there in the boudoir of his imagina- 
m lay his shapely wife ripe with de- 

Sparking inside, he began acting 
t his mental drama when an inconsid- 
ate factory whistle juggled him out 
his reverie. So he punched his time 
rd and hurried home only to find his 
fe busy in the kitchen. Siding up to 
he patted her tenderly while pro- 
sing what he thought was a splendid 
lea. She said no. 
Being a patient chap, he waited until 
ter bedtime and again warmed up to 
s spouse. He even tried to sugar-coat his 
ideness with a smattering of “sweet 
Still, she said no. Awash with 
er, he tossed and pitched between 
alternatives: he could either roll 
and go to sleep or he could kick 
out of bed, then triumphantly order 
to pack her duds and get out. He 
ely rolled over and went to sleep. 
And his wife lay there, grimly recall- 
bad memories of her sexual initi- 


ation during their recent honeymoon, 
remembering how his bestial drive was 
centered where his brain should have 
been. Insisting on consumating the mar- 
riage on their first night together, her 
husband with his cave-man tactics had 
caused her a great deal of pain. Greedily 
he awakened her several times to claim 
his rights, neither delaying his own sat- 
isfaction to encourage hers nor caressing 
her beforehand. To him, such prelim- 
inaries were “foolish” and “kid stuff.” 
But the serious consequence for her, in 
the ensuing months, was one long night- 
mare spent dreaming up alibis to fend 
off his tactless advances. 

Indeed, she had become another of 
the one in four married women who 
sometimes refuse their mates. They are 
not to be asked whether they should, 
but why, for the whys are keys to the 
solution of a growing sexual problem. 
Obvious reasons, of course, stem from 
purely physical disabilities, and thus 
require medical aid. 

But more common causes of low volt- 
age in women (Continued on Page 73) 











A oter/y strict parents, many 


rgul finds it difficult to accept sex as part 
of the beautiful pattern of marriage. 

















U. S. GOVERNMENT JOB! 


Start High As $4,080.00 a Year 


Prepare NOW for 1957 Examinations 
Grade School Education Necessary 


City Mail Carriers—Post Office Clerks 


Clerks and Carrieis now get $38,660.00 the first year 
of regular employment and automatically increase $125 
a year to $4,416.00. Open to Men—Women 18 and up. 
Clerks and Carriers can be promoted to other postal 
positions paying as high as $8,945.00. 


Railway Postal Clerks 


Railway Postal Clerks get $3,880.00 the first year of 
regular employment, bejua paid every two weeks. ($149.23 
each pay day.) Tieir pay is automatically increased yearly 
to $4,630.00, Advance may be had to General Super- 


intendent at $10,400.10 @ year. Men only, 1% and up. 





3 Days On—3 Days Off—Full Pay 


Railway Vostal Clerks on long runs usually work 3 days 
and have 3% days off duty or.in the same proportion. 
During this off duty their pay continues just as though 
they were working. They travel on a pass when on busi- 
riess. When they gray old, they are retired with a 
bension 

Many Other Positions 

Many other positions are obtainable. Rural Carriers— 
“tenographers—Typists—Vatirol Inspectors—-Meat Inspec- 
ters—ete. Those wishing these positions should qualify 
at once, 


Get Free List of Positions 


Fill out the following coupon. Tear it off and mail 
it tcday—NOW at once. 

Although the Institute is not government controlled, this 
an result in your getting a hig paid government job. 


FRANKLIN INSTITUTE, Dept. 6-61, Rochester 4, N. Y. 
Rush to me, without charge, copy of 36-page book de- 

scribing salaries, hours, work, etc., and partial list of 

U. S. Civil Service big pay jobs. Tell me how to prepare 
r one of these tests. 


Use This Coupen Before You Mislay it. Write or Print 
Plainly. 


POEMS WANTED 


To Be Set To Music 
Send one or more of your best poems 
today for FREE EXAMINATION. Any 
Subject. Immediate Consideration. 

P waph Records M 


CROWN MUSIC CO., 49 W.32 St. Studie 769 , New York 1 


KNOW THE FACTS 
as about games of chance.. 
% Encyclopedia of Dice..... eee $7.50 N 
Card Secrets Exposed.......... $3.00 N 
> Card Shapers Tricks Exposed. ...$1.00 \ 


we 
§, *FREE Book with each $4.00 order 
) 








nd for FREE Catalog of trick cords and dice. 
PANDORA SPECIALTIES 
180 North Wecker Drive Chicago 6, Iilinols 
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BACHELOR BILLY 


Last night I went to a nearby store to get 
something to read . . . I saw TAN and on its 
cover who do I see but Billy Ward, all smiles 
and as handsome as ever. I thought the article 
might be interesting and sure enough it was 
one of the most heart-warming items I’ve read 
in a long time. Billy seems to be just what any 
girl would want for a mate, to love and be con- 
tented with, even without fame, money and 
travel. I am sure that all of these fine traits 
make Billy the most eligible bachelor in Amer- 
ica today. He can afford to pick the one who’s 
right for him, even though she might already 
be around. He doesn’t have to look hard, just 
open his eyes and see her. 
Miss J. Deactur 
Milwaukee, Wis. 


I feel as though I have to comment on the 
story entitled I’m A Bachelor And Don’t Like 
It by Billy Ward. From all appearances he 
seems to be a very decent and clean cut young 
man. He has a right to expect excellent quali- 
fications in the girl of his choice if and when 
she comes along. I’m a young woman 25 years 
old and have yet to meet a decent man. I don’t 
drink or smoke either. So I can agree whole- 
heartedly on everything Mr. Ward had to say 
and sincerely hope some day I may have the 
opportunity of meeting him in person. I also 
wish him nothing but the best of success and 


happiness. 
(Miss) Betty Madison 
Atlantic City, N. J. 


Here’s hoping this letter will be published 
in TAN. 

To: Mr. Billy Ward. 

I read in TAN magazine about I’m A Bache- 
lor And Don’t Like It. You wrote it, but I don’t 
like it although I don’t blame you in the least 
for not wanting a barstool pigeon or a show- 
off. But you need a big, strong woman for the 
kind of work you want and she’d still have to 
travel and raise a family. What can you do? 
Stay single and do the next best thing; change 
—get a good woman and be satisfied. You de- 
sire a woman to be cultured, beautiful and re- 
fined. Well, there aren’t many like that and 
you are asking too much of one woman. 

Miss Dorothy Jones 
Brooklyn, N. Y. 


PLENTY PEN PALS 


I wish to express my heartfelt thanks to you 
for publishing my reauest for Pen Pals in your 
August issue of TAN magazine. My request 
brought a tremendous response from your read- 
ers and I received over 600 letters from all over 





the world. Although I have answered close to 
500, there are a few I haven’t been able to an. 
swer. I shall appreciate it very much if the 
people whose letters haven’t been answered 
will be a little patient. I promised to reply to 
all letters and I will. 

Reta E. Gavin 


South Plainfield, N. J, 


TRUE LOVE 


I have enjoyed reading TAN for several 
months now. However, I would like personally 
to answer the letter of Beatrice Stokes of Phil- 
adelphia. 

First, why do people think a white girl is no 
good because she marries a Negro? There are 
good and bad in all races, and no one should 
be looked down on because of her choice of 
mate. Second, I know from experience that not 
all white women think they are doing the col- 
ored man a favor by marrying him. You see, | 
am a white woman, 25 years of age and mar- 
ried to the most wonderful man in the world 
and he’s a Negro. I didn’t marry him because 
of his color but because he was wonderfully 
kind and considerate as I hoped my husband 
would be. Also, I didn’t think I was doing him 
a favor. In fact, I’ve thanked him countless 
times for falling in love with me. I wouldn't 
trade my marriage and happiness for anything 
on earth and hope some day people like Bea- 
trice Stokes will stop and think and be a little 
kinder in their thinking of mixed marriages, 
After all, true love knows no boundaries. 

Mrs. Marge Frison 
Denver, Colo. 


I am a constant reader of TAN and enjoy it 
very much. I especially enjoyed the stories, 
“Unworthy Of My Son” and “My Shameful 
Love” in the September issue. 

I do not agree with Beatrice Stokes, in your 
“Letters To The Editor” column, about inter- 
racial marriages and stories on interracial sub- 
jects. The people who love those of another race 
have to live, too. I believe in live and let live. 
I think it helps us all to know how they solve 
their problems. 

Carolyn Scott 
Los Angeles, Calif. 


SOLE MATES 


I have been reading your magazine for some 
time and like it very much. I have completed 
reading “Loose and Foolish Boy.” What a 
great story. I know such things are true be- 
cause I was once in those same shoes. I know 
it took lots of guts for Al to do what he did. 
Keep up the good work. 

Jimmie L. Robbins 
Rochester, N. Y. 


LESSON IN LOVE 


I think “Sucker for Love” was really won- 
derful, because it will teach most young gir! 
a lesson. I am not old myself. Pretty cars are 
not bad, but look at the person who’s driving. 
I hope you'll print my letter for girls like 
Mill 


illy. 
I.& 
Birmingham, Ala. 


ON TAN KICK 


I’ve been reading TAN regularly for quite 
some time now, and of course I think it’s the 
swellest magazine I could spend my money 
for. I just can’t afford to miss an issue, 
though I can assure you there isn’t enough of 
this very fine magazine to suffice its cus- 
tomers. Man that magazine!! It’s real swell, 
and I get the biggest kick ever whenever | 
read mine. Being a Negro makes me real 
proud, and I’m not ashamed of the color of my 
skin. Keep the good work up. Please! 

Evelyn J. Higgins 
Kingston, Jamaica, 
B. W. 1 
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By Margo Hughes 


oF 


Qu IN HOLLYWOOD, Little Richard (of the fancy 
hairdo) dashed madly from his rock ’n’ roll movie- 
making chores at Columbia Studios over to more of the 
same at 20th Century Fox, pausing only long enough to 
get together a complete new wardrobe before taking off 
on a personal appearance tour. The new “Rock ’n’ Roll” 
custom-made wardrobe features suits with a left lapel that 
“rocks” (ordinary notched style) and a right one that 
“rolls” (shawl collar style). Eartha Kitt 

Fats Domino, who can take as much credit 
(or blame) as anyone for the current rock ’n’ 
roll fad, isn’t accepting any more one-niter 
dates unless guaranteed the hall has two back 
entrances. Since he’s been involved in several 
riots it has become necessary procedure for 
the band to sneak out the back—and one way 
out won’t make it. 








The teen-age leader of a popular singing group says he’s 
too young for girls, but reluc- 
tance to tear himself away from a current love affair was 
the real reason the group missed the plane for an out-of- 
town booking. He’s being punished by having to pay the 
cost of the chauffeur-driven limousine they were forced 
to hire. 


P. Jay Sidney 


Funnyman Redd Foxx took no chances on 
the background for his new LP Laff Of The 
Party sounding like a put-up job. The hys- 
terical laughter you hear is real authentic. Sally Blair 
The record was cut at a special party for 
guests hearing the witty comedian for the first 
time—all good deacons and sisters who had 
never been in a night club before. 








Pantomimist Shirley Bishop, who made her way to 
f fame via Ted Mack’s Original Amateur Hour, with her 
A take-off on Pearlie Mae Bailey’s Jt Takes Two To Tango, 
was much disturbed at the na- 

Nat Cole tional championship finals to 
find another young lady (of the 
other persuasion) doing the same stunt. Then the votes 
were counted—and well, did you evah?—the other young 
lady won second prize and Shirley didn’t even show. 


Jazz pianist, Erroll Garner, says his man- 
ager won’t let him drive a car for fear of acci- 
dents. Trains, planes, or taxis . . . that’s 
the manager’s rule. (Continued on Page 57 ) Fats Domino 


























BEAUTIFUL HAIR 
Just 42 You Desire! 
with the Amazing Permanent Wave 

that Straightens as It Curls! 





any hair style you prefer 
...is yours! 
With this amazing LOVETTE 
Permanent Wave you get natural 
looking soft curls that are manageable. 
The secret? 


LOVETTE straightens as if curls! 
Yo, 


With LOVETTE you can 
say “Goodbye” to hot 
combs, painful burns, 
greasy creams and 
lacquers. 

No more clogged, 
unhealthy 

scalp pores... 

You'll have natural, 
healthy hair growth. 


Your LOVETTE wave will 
last for months! 



















Complete Kit 
of LOVETTE includes 


A Kit of 60 Patented Curlers 
Regularly $4.95 
(Con be used over an ve 


YOU'LL LOVE YOUR LOVETTE. ORDER TODAY 
To LOVETTE CO., Dept. T 1 
181 East 6th St., St. Paul 1, Minnesota 
Cc lete Combination Kit (A&B). .$5.00 [) 





Refill Kit (B)....... $2.25 5 
SEND MONEY ORDER WITH COUPON 
Kits sent prepaid if money sent with order 
otherwise C.0.D. and Postage charge extra. 

Name 

Address 

City Stote 
BEAUTICIAN AND DEALER INQUIRIES INVITED 
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Why should your hair 


say youre old and gray? 


Bc. oe, 
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Look younger... sxe 
look lovelier... today! 


Forget those “gray hair” heartaches! Godefroy’s Larieuse 
Hair Coloring can give your hair young-looking, lovely- 
looking color right away . . . glowing lustrous color that lasts 
and lasts! 


And take a tip from professional models (like the one 
shown here) ... you'll be prouder of your hair when you 
choose Godefroy’s Larieuse! It’s the famous brand in the 
red box, known for its dependability for more than 50 
years. Get it at your favorite cosmetic counter today! 























3. After color has developed, 
shampoo hair again and set in 
your favorite style. 


2. Apply Godefroy's Larieuse 
with handy applicator included 
in package. 


1. Shampoo hair thoroughly. As 
it dries, mix Godefroy’s Larieuse 
as directed. 


GODEFROY MFG. CO. - 3510 OLIVE STREET: ST. LOUIS 3, MO. 
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Love Song 


Every time we kiss goodnight 
And part in sweet regret, 


We fancy that the next caress 

Will be more cherished yet. 

For each embrace will seal the love 
We know such joy attaining, 
Captivating promises 

Of enchantment never waning. 


—Mildred Spahr Cuozzo 


You Wait? 


How many days and nights are you 

Prepared to wait for me? 

How many hours will your heart 

Be warm with sympathy? 

And if the seasons turn to years 

And moments never end, 

Will you remember me, my sweet 

As more than just a friend? 

Will you be faithful when the wind 

Is whirling in the dust? 

And you cannot help but feel 

The urge of wanderlust? 

I know I do not have the right 

To ask so much of you, 

And yet I love you so, my sweet 

What else am I to do? 

Because when some tomorrow 
comes 

And time is ours to share, 

The world would be an empty place 

Unless I know you care. 


—Jessie Louise Hines 


Philosophical 
Viewpoints 
The pessimist thinks all women 
Will succumb without ado; 
The optimist just smiles and hopes 


The doggoned story’s true. 
—Robert H. Price 
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Modern Magic 


Aladdin had 

A genii slave, 

Ali Baba 

Had a cave, 

Cinderella’s 

Crystal slipper 

Needed wand 

With fairy skipper. 

But I don’t need 

A magic key 

Or an Open 

Sesame 

To make lovely 

Dreams come true. 

All I ever 

Need is you. 
—Gladys Martin 


Rejection 


The sightless eyes 
of the burdened soul 
look bitterly at Life 


and love. 


Ah lost and faithless love, 

why do you taunt me? 

Why twist the heart I gave you 
for your keeping 

into a dead, derided, 
shapeless mass? 

Sad tears, why flow for base, 
deceitful love? 


Ah Life 
Is this the fortune 
that you promised? 
This craven thing the chance 


purposed for me? 


Twin devils—Life and Love— 
I reject you! 


—Winnie A. Coleman 



















LISTERINE 
ANTISEPTIC 


sTOPS BAD BREAT 
4 TIMES BETTER THAN 


TOOTH PASTE 







Germs are the major cause of bad breath . . . no tooth paste 
kills germs like Listerine, instantly, by millions. The most common 
cause of bad breath is the fermentation of proteins which are always present 
in the mouth. Germs in the mouth attack proteins, cause them to ferment, 
and bad breath may result. So, the more you reduce germs in the mouth, the 


longer your breath stays sweeter. 


Listerine Antiseptic kills germs on contact! Listerine kills germs by 
millions . . . instantly halts the fermentation they cause. Keeps breath 
sweet and clean usually for hours on end. In clinical tests, Listerine averaged 
four times better in stopping bad breath than tooth pastes tested. 


Listerine Antiseptic acts on many surfaces... the teeth, mouth, 
throat. No tooth paste offers proof like Listerine of killing 


germs that cause bad breath! 


LISTERINE ANTISEPTIC 


The most widely used antiseptic in the world 

















“| can't buy blind with a family this size... 





...80 to be satisfied ie: always gel Brands 
that have made a Name for themselves” 


Wihaerner it’s 10 heads or 2 to 
feed, clothe, shelter, transport or whatever... 
make every dollar buy you satisfaction— 
buy brands of quality. To help you do that, 
advertisers in this magazine are good 
names to know. They’re proud of their 
brands—’cause they satisfy so. 


‘Tmade it! " ‘Teold it!” ‘T bought it/ 





DEALER 


MANUFACTURER 


“ 








FOUR WAYS BRAND NAMES SATISFY YOU MOST 


1. BUY WITH TRUST! Spend confidently on known 
quality. Brand Names wear best, work best, 
taste best, are best. 


2. SHOP WITH EASE! Spend efficiently on proved 
value. Brand Names save time ‘‘puzzling”’ 
over labels, models, prices, etc. 


3. ENJOY MORE CHOICE! Spend shrewdly among 
widest selections. Brand Names offer the 
most in sizes, types, colors, flavors, etc. 


4. GET THE "LATEST"! Spend smartly on up-to- 
date products. Brand Names keep improving, 
modernizing, introducing new things. 


BRAND NAMES FOUNDATION 


INCORPORATEDO 


437 FIFTH AVENUE + NEW YORK 16, N. Y. 

















James Goodrich 


OHNNY HARTMAN is one of four 

Negro vocalists who lend sparkling 
support to Mel Torme and Frances 
Faye as Porgy and Bess in Bethlehem’s 
elaborate album adaptation of the 
George Gershwin Negro folk opera. The 
other three are Sally Blair, George Kir- 
by and Betty Roche. 

Hartman, a smooth ballad stylist, 
draws what amounts to the most chal- 
lenging part in the down-to-earth, three- 
act classic about the inhabitants of Cat- 
fish Row, S. C., done here as a talking- 
singing vehicle on six sides. Cast as the 
villainous Crown who tortures Bess, 
Hartman had to sound evil where he is 
used to sounding nice, and the trick was 
not an easy one to do. Yet, he still 
managed to impart a feeling of realism 
for the characterization—a feat that is 
a tribute to his talents as a singer. 

As Crown, Hartman appears on Side 
One (creating turmoil in a crap game), 
Side Four (in a duet with Bess on Why 
Do You Want Bess?) and Side Five 
(singing solo on /f God Wants to Kill 
Me and Red Headed Woman). Besides 
Hartman, Negroes figure throughout 





the exciting, six-sided album. 

Newcomer Sally Blair, making her 
disc debut in the package, comes on 
early on the recordings to do a tragical- 
ly moody part as Serena. Bethlehem 
auditioned Sally for the role while she 
was appearing in a Newark, N. J., night 
club. 

A surprise feature in the Porgy and 
Bess set has George Kirby, the matchless 
mimic, doing vocals as the devil-may- 
care Sportin’ Life. An extraordinary 
talent, Kirby turns in an impressive 
performance in the famous role original- 
ly created by the late George Gershwin 
for Cab Calloway, who played it on the 
stage for a long stretch recently. 

As in the original, Sportin’ Life’s 
standout number in the album is the 
ever-popular /t Ain’t Necessarily So. 
Kirby makes happy music from the 
song. 

Listening to Kirby do Sportin’ Life 
on records, one gets the idea that he 
might be able to play the part to great 
credit on the stage. He sounds right at 
home in the role. 

Like Kirby, (Continued on Page 82) 
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RECORDS 


FREE With Each Order of 4 or More 


: RECORD (our choice) 
LATEST RELEASES AND RECORDS 





PHOTO of a Leading Artist 


BLUEBERRY HILL—Fats Domino............. 89 
HONKY TONK-—Bill Doggett............... 89 
| FEEL GOOD-—Shirley & Lee............... 89 
HEEBIE JEEBIES—Little Richard............. 89 
I'VE BEEN AROUND—Willie John........... 89 
WHATCHA GONNA DO—Chuck Willis... .... 89 


WHIRLWIND—Otis Williams............... 
JUST TO HOLD MY HAND—Pau! Perryman. . 
SMOOTH OPERATOR—Ruth Brown.......... 
KEEP IT TO YOURSELF—Sonny Boy Willemsen. ‘89 
ONGO MOMBO-—Gwitar Gable. . 89 
CONFIDENTIAL—Charles Brown....... 89 
| CAN’T ae YOU BABY—Oftis Rush. 8F 
SINCE | MET YOU BABY—ivory Joe Hunter. 89 
FORGIVE ME — CLAUDIE—Lioyd Price.... .89 
ID. o ccccecccccccscccecs d 89 
LONELY y AVENUE: Ray “aaa 89 
Too ye MONKEY Sp aeons Sey 89 
AFTER LITES GO DOWN LOW-—AI Hibbler... .89 
89 
9 


ses 






BILLY'S. ses Bille te Sekeda keen «ke 89 


NO MAN WALKS ALONE-—Solomon Burke. . 

1 ASKED FOR WATER—Howlin’ Wolf........ 8 

MEAN TO ME-—Big Maybelle............... 89 

DIMPLES—John Lee Hooker................ 89 
ABC OF LOVE—Teenagers................. 89 

SPRING FEVER—Ernie Freeman............. 89 

MY NERVES-—Little Willie John............. 89 


DON’T GO NO FURTHER—Muddy Waters.... .89 
HOLD MY BABY’S HAND—James Brown..... ; 
JUST A re etn SG. Gabon scaws 
BAD LUCK—B. B 
OH WHAT A NIGHT bails 
SO LONG—Fats ino. 
I PROMISE TO REMEMBER—Teenagers. cae 
{| GOTTA GET ME A WOMAN-—Drifters...... 
tM BAD- Ss D india bn 5680 sen ean << 
THAT’S ALRIGHT BABY—iightnin Hopkins. . 
ROCK A WHILE—Joe Turner................ j 
TIME WILL TELL—Bobby Chorles............ 
IT’S TOO LATE—Chuck Willis............... 
MY FIRST PLEA—Jimmy Reed............... 
RIP IT UP—Little Richar 
LET THE GOOD TIMES ROLL—Shirley & Lee. . 
CAN’‘T STAND TO SEE YOU GO—Jimmy Reed 
PLEADIN’ FOR LOVE—Larry Birdsong....... 
I'M IN LOVE AGAIN—Fats Domino......... 
1 WANT YOU TO BE MY GIRL—Teenagers.... . 
LOST DREAMS—Ernie Freeman............. 
FEVER —Little Willie John 
HALLELUJAH | LOVE HER SO—Ray Charlies. . 
ONE MORE CHANCE-—Little Walter......... 
PLEASE, PLEASE, PLEASE—James Brown..... 
KEY TO THE HIGHWAY —Jazz Gillum....... 
MEAN OLD FRISCO-—Big Boy Crudup....... 
WORRIED LIFE BLUES—Big Maceo.......... 
DROWN IN MY OWN TEARS—Ray Charles... 
HANDS OFF—Jay McShann..............-.- 
FEEL SO GOOD-Shirley & lee............. 
AIN‘T THAT LOVIN’ YOU BABY—Jimmy Reed . 
1 NEED YOUR LOVE SO BAD-—Little Willie John . 
TEN LONG YEARS—B. B. King............. 
PLEDGING MY LOVE—Johnny Ace.......... ; 
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NEVER LET ME GO—Johnny Ace............ 89 
SPIRITUALS 

NONE BUT THE RIGHTEOUS—Corovans..... r 

JESUS IS-ALL AND AlL—Southern Wonders... .89 


JESUS WONT FAIL—Swanee Quifitet....... r 
S A MAN—Roberta Martin Singers.... .« 






89 
89 
89 
89 
| NEVER HEARD A MAN. Blind NS os scan 89 
Touch The Hem Of His Garment—Soul Stirrers .89 
LIVING FOR MY JESUS—Five Blind Boys... .. 89 
Plant My Feet On Higher Ground—Dovis Sisters 89 
COME OVER HERE—Harmonizing Four....... 89 
THE BALL GAME-—Sis. Wyona Carr.......... 89 
a Pilgrim Of Sorrow—Dixie Humming Birds .89 
ANYWHERE IN GLORY—Ward Singers...... 89 
Saints Go Marchin’ In osen Gospel Singers .89 
ON THE JUDGMENT ae ae 
RAIN ee JERUSALEM—Davis Sisters........ 
YOU MUST BE BORN AGAIN—Gospel Harm.. .89 
= LL UNDERSTAND—Dovis Sisters.......... d 
Wasi 
TWE 





| oe Lord Be With Me—Dixie Hum’birds.... 

ou Whiter Than Snow—Prof. Bradford... 
PLVE. qarrs To “GITYDavis Sisters....... 
HEE—Soul Sti 


N at 
SINNER SIN no MORE Dixie 1 Sumasinghicds... 
Since Jesus Changed This Heart—-Bells of Joy.... 
HE LIFTED St . Bradford.......... 
P —Dixie Humming Birds. 24 
TOO CLOSE TOH HEA AVEN— Prof. Alex Bradford. 

LET’S GO TO THE ean Dente 2 wont birds 
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SIT porn SERVANT—Swanee Quin 

WHEN | LOST MY MOTHER—Five Blind ‘Boys. 
LEAK IN THE BUILDING—RBells of Joy........ 
COME IN THE ROOM—Martin Singers.......... 
LET’S TALK ABOUT JESUS—RBells of Joy. 

OUR oe gr 9 DS ccashs cascacgee 
= de Y GOD Is eee gd epee 
TELL THE ANGELS—Ward Singers............. 





% PLEASE SEND CASH 4 MONEY ORDER ON 
ALL OVERSEAS ORDE 
% ON ALL OVERSEAS ORDERS ADD $1.00 TO 
COVER POSTAGE & HANDLING. 
% $1.00 DEPOSIT REQUIRED ON ALL C.O.D.’s 
IN THE UNITED STATES. 








% NO LESS THAN 4 RECORDS SHIPPED. 


LINCOLN SALES 
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NEW JERSEY 
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AURA JOHNSON, you are as no- 

good as your mama. Nothin’ from 
nothin’ leaves nothin’, and that’s how it 
is with you and your mama. She was 
nothin’ and you're nothin’.” 

I flinched under the scorn of Aunt 
Effie’s words. I had heard them all my 
life, but each new time she spat them 
out, they cut deep, like a sharp knife 
plunging through the scar tissue of an 
old wound. 

I shouldn’t have let her hurt me so. 
After all, the words with which Aunt 
Effie whipped me into shame were re- 
flex action with her now. She could say 
them in her sleep, or while copying the 
Lord’s Prayer from her ancient Bible, 
or if she had been falling off the side 
of a mountain. They could come out of 
her without any voluntary action or 
thought on her part whatsoever. Prac- 
tice had made her perfect. 

The first time I can remember Aunt 
Effie telling me I was “no good” was 
when I was five years old and she caught 
me playing in a mud puddle in a new 
white dress with blue polka-dots that 
she had made for me. That time she 
gave me a whipping, but she never did 
again. She learned that the words she 
used could hurt more than a stick. 

After that, I heard them often: when 
I was late coming home from school; 
if I didn’t wash the dishes clean; when 
she saw me playing with boys or climb- 
ing a tree, or almost anything. She even 
seemed to resent my looks, especially 
the lightness of my skin. This I could 
not understand. 

One day, when I was about eleven, I 


of ty To 


tore my clothes while running and play- 
ing with some other girls on the way 
home from school. With Aunt Effie, it 
was as if I had committed the original 
sin. In fact, she believed I had. 

“You come in here with your clothes 
hangin’ off you like some common tramp 
and say you tore them on some bushes. 
I bet you tore them in the bushes all 
right. You’re a common little slut just 
like your mama was, Laura Johnson; 
and you'll never be nothin’ but trouble.” 

I had cried when I first tore my skirt 
and blouse, but now the tears flooded 
forth like a cloudburst. “Stop calling my 
mother names!” I yelled back at Aunt 
Effie. “She wasn’t bad! She wasn’t!!” 
Then I ran off into my room, slamming 
the door behind me, and cried myself 
to sleep. 

Actually, I didn’t know anything 
about my mother except the evil insin- 
uations of Aunt Effie. I had been with 
Aunt Effie as far back as I could re- 
member. But she never pretended to be 
my mother. She had always said my 
mother and father were dead, and she 
was my mother’s sister. Maybe that’s 
what made it seem so strange to me that 
Aunt Effie would be so bitter toward my 
mother when, after all, they were sisters. 
Nevertheless, | was constantly reminded 
that she was “no-good,” and that I was 
surely growing up to be just like her. 
Aunt Effie made it seem like unchange- 
able fate. 

She never spoke of my father, no more 
than to say simply that he was dead. 
And I never asked her any more. To be 
ashamed with a sordid vision of my 
mother was bad enough. I was afraid to 
even think what my father might have 
been like. 

Thus, there were no beautiful visions, 
no fairy godmothers in my childhood. 
My mother was a red and black and 
gray image of evil; my father was a 
void—colorless. Aunt Effie had the sinis- 


First, there was Aunt Effie’s vicious tongue heaping 


abuse upon me. Then I found out the truth about my 


mother, and the shame was too much. There had to 


be a way out—if only the right man would help me. 
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ter manners of a sorceress, with a hide- 
ous dark face and stringy, gray-black 
hair. Thin and bony, she forever re- 
minded me of a broomstick-borne witch 
on Halloween night. This was the way I 
saw her in my earliest childhood, and for 
me she never changed. 

The way we lived didn’t help. The 

house was ramshackle and poorly put 
together. It was cold and damp during 
the mild southern winters, and hot and 
close in summer. The rain and sun had 
long since stripped it of any coloring ex- 
cept that of clay. We cooked on a wood 
stove, and at night Aunt Effie read the 
sible to me by the light of a kerosene 
lamp. When I listened to her read from 
the Good Book, I kept thinking that the 
words should have sounded beautiful. 
But coming from Aunt Effie, they were 
an ever-present threat that the evil born 
inside me would one day bring down 
wrath and punishment. 

Somewhere along the way—either lis- 
tening to Aunt Effie, or to the sleek, 
fat-jowled, ebony preacher in church 
three times a day on Sunday, or at the 
countless camp meetings Aunt Effie 
dragged me to—I began to believe that 
| was a bad girl; a lost soul damned 
to hell. ; 

Maybe that’s why I went for the first 
man who came along and treated me 
like I was something special. Pinky 
Adams shouldn’t have been the first man. 
He should have been the last. We came 
from entirely different worlds. He was 
a gambler, the successful type. He ran 
a pool hall and a restaurant with a dice 
and card room upstairs, and it was said 
that he handled numbers. He had money 
and a big house and car. These posses- 
sions alone made him, by Aunt Effie’s 
standards, the very devil himself. But, 
she would have said, I was destined for 
Pinky. The Bible-reading and _ the 
church-preaching and the tongue-lashing 
were not enough to overcome the bad in- 
side me, Aunt Effie would have said. 

But there were other reasons why Pin- 
ky Adams should not have been the first 
man to seek me out. Even when I was 
small, neighbors called me a pretty child, 
and boys, although they taunted me as 
being “white” when I was younger, had 
shown a sudden interest in me by the 
time I was in high school. But almost 
everyone knew my aunt and her passion 
for keeping me tied to her apron strings. 
No boy would dare ask to come see me, 
or to walk me home or take me anyplace. 
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Somehow, though, I never really saw 
myself, not even by looking into a mir- 
ror. The pale face, the keenness of fea- 
tures, the soft, round, blossoming curves 
that were mine were muddied over be- 
fore my own eyes by Aunt Effie’s con- 
stant cry that I was dirt, and that my 
mother before me was dirt. 

But the day came when Aunt Effie 
could keep me home no longer. I was 
seventeen and graduated from high 
school, and now I had to have a job. 
And the best place in town to work, as 
all my high school girl friends knew, 
was the Club Alabam, owned by Pinky 
Adams. Since I had been cooking from 
early childhood, I went there to seek a 
job as cook, but Pinky had other ideas. 

“You’re a nice looking kid, Laura,” 
he told me, “and we shouldn’t waste you 
in that hot old kitchen. Tell you what, 
suppose you be a waitress so the folk 
can see a pretty girl like you.” 

“Tl have to learn that, I’m afraid,” 
I told him honestly. 

“That won’t take long,” Pinky said 
confidently. “The girls here now can 
do it in their sleep.” Then he laughed 
out loud. “In fact,” he said, between 
laughs, “some of them wait tables like 
they are asleep.” 

Pinky was a tall, slender man of good 
looks and pink-white complexion, thus 
the nickname “Pinky.” I judged him 
to be in his early thirties. He was easy- 
going, loved to laugh, and seemed too 
preoccupied with his business to spend 
much time with the girls who worked 
for him. That, I thought at first, was 
fine. 

But pretty soon, the crush began to 
develop. At the Club Alabam, I watched 
restlessly for him to come in while I was 
working, and blushed with embarrass- 
ment whenever he stopped to talk to me. 
I had never known a man of any kind, 
and to suddenly come in contact with 
one like Pinky was enough to turn any 
teen-ager’s head. 


N MY EIGHTEENTH birthday, 

after I had been working at the 
restaurant for about three months, I 
came to work completely remodeled. The 
long, reddish-brown hair that Aunt Effie 
had always made me wear in a bun was 
now down in a pony-tail with a rich 
yellow ribbon. I had used an entire 
week’s salary and tips to buy the dress 
and shoes I wore. Everything I had on 
was spanking brand new, from the rib- 


bon to the black nylon lingerie. 

The effect I had on Pinky was as 
startling as I had hoped it would be. He 
was plainly surprised and pleased when 
I arrived at work early. I was glad he 
was there. 

“And to what, may I ask,” he said, 
“do we owe for the pleasure of this 
marvelous conversion?” 

“I’m not converting,” I said. “I’m 
just coming out. It’s my eighteenth birth- 
day, so I thought I’d celebrate like this.” 






I shared Pinky’s 
world now; the 
house, the car, the 
money. Had they 
come a little 
sooner, they might 
have been enough. 







I looked different- 
ly upon Pinky be- 
cause I knew he 
was like me... 
he must have had 
white blood in him 


from somewhere. 





“You'll make some lucky young man 
awfully happy tonight,” Pinky smiled, 
looking at me approvingly. 

“No I won't,” I said quickly. “I mean, 
I don’t have any young man, if that’s 
what you mean.” 

“Not only pretty, but an accomplished 
liar,” Pinky said, shaking his head up 
and down. 

“No, really,” I protested. 
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“Nobody to help you celebrate this 
day when you’re such a beautiful sight?” 
Pinky said. 

I blushed. 

“All right,” Pinky snapped, “right 
now there’s going to be some changes. 
This here hall’s gonna come to order.” 
The kitchen crew snapped to attention. 
“Today is Laura Johnson Day,” Pinky 
proclaimed. 

The cooks applauded. 

“On this day she will do no labor,” 
Pinky went on. “She will be the hon- 
ored guest of the evening. She will wine 
and dine on the best the Club Alabam 
has to offer, and I will personally be 
her young man—give or take a few 
years—for the evening.” 

“You mean I don’t have to put on 
my uniform and go to work?” I asked 
incredulously. 

The waitresses giggled. 

“Hush yo’ mouth, chile,” Pinky pan- 
tomimed. “Don’t you go mentionin’ no 
work.” 

It was a wonderful evening. 
everything I had always wanted to eat, 
and had my first drink of champagne. 
After that, Pinky took me to a little place 
where you could dance. It was just a 
place with a juke box, but with me in 
Pinky’s arms, it became a marble palace. 

“I’m afraid I don’t dance very well,” 
“T only learned to 


I ate 


I apologized once. 
dance a little with girls in school.” 

“It’s a shame what they pass off as 
education nowadays isn’t it?” Pinky 
grinned. 

I smiled back and relaxed in his arms. 

Later, Pinky took me back to the Club 
Alabam, where he said he had to do 
some “checking up” upstairs, and then 
he drove me home in his Cadillac. It 
was a Cinderella story all over again: 
Aunt Effie was the mean old stepmother, 
Pinky was Prince Charming, and I was 
my own fairy godmother. 


HAT WAS THE WAY it started with 
Pinky and me. From that day on 
there was something special in his eyes 
when he saw me. He would often have 
me eat with him in the club, and began 
to insist on driving me home. But I was 
ashamed to let him see again where | 
lived, and I was afraid of what Aunt 
Effie would say if she found out Pinky 
was bringing me home. She didn’t even 
know for sure where I worked. 
But Pinky’s attentions became more 
and more persistent, and soon everyone 


in the club was aware of them and the 
way I was responding. Pinky began to 
tell me about his business interests. He 
did own the pool hall, but playing pool 
was no more sinful than shooting mar- 
bles, he said. And as for dice and poker, 
well, that was pretty much like playing 
the horses, Pinky explained. You just 
couldn’t legislate people’s instinct to 
gamble. But he took no part in numbers, 
Pinky told me. “That’s taking advantage 
of people,” he said. “They think they’re 
gonna make a killing on a few cents, 
and it doesn’t really happen that way. 
By the time they win a few dollars, 
they’ve put hundreds into it.” 

“But isn’t it all so risky?” I asked 
him. “I mean, isn’t gambling illegal 
whether it’s cards or numbers?” 

“Yes,” Pinky said thoughtfully, “I 
guess it is, Laura, but I’ve been pretty 
lucky in this town. Big Ed’s an honest 
cop, and if he ever got loose in my 
back room there’d be the devil to pay. 
But so far there hasn’t been any trouble 
in my place. No shooting or fighting, so 
Big Ed hasn’t had cause to come in. He 
wouldn’t storm in otherwise.” 

I knew Big Ed, he was chief of the 
town’s tiny police force and had a rep- 
utation for fair dealing. He had been 
in the club several times, just staying 
long enough to get a bite to eat. He was 
keeping an eye on things, I guess. 

“There is something I do worry about 
sometime,” Pinky went on. “That is that 
some of the poor rednecks around here 
will get jealous and try to make trouble, 
but I guess they know better.” 

Pinky didn’t say anything else for 
several minutes, so I sat quietly. When 
he looked at me again, there was a 
strange light in his eyes. 

“Well, let’s not sit up with the wake 
all night, let’s go out and have some 
fun. Take off that uniform and come 


” 


on. 

And off we went. We danced a little 
while in the juke box joint and then 
went for a long drive. 

“‘Want to come up and see my place?” 
Pinky asked as we turned back toward 
the city. 

“Sure,” I said quickly, realizing a mo- 
ment later that I shouldn’t have been 
so willing. 

I had never seen anything like Pinky’s 
house before. It stood big and white and 
gleaming on a hill in the moonlight. 
Inside was a huge living room that you 
stepped down into, and there were big 


pictures on the walls and nubian statues 
and loads of books and shelves full of 
records. There was wall-to-wall carpet- 
ing. There was a big kitchen in the house 
with an electric stove and a huge re- 
frigerator with a big freezing compart- 
ment. The white cabinets glistened. 
There were four bedrooms with large, 
soft-looking beds, and there was a red- 
wood-panelled recreation room with a 
bar, and two tile bathrooms with colored 
fixtures. For a girl reared in a tumbled- 
down shack on the wrong side of the 
tracks, this was heaven. Pinky made us 
some drinks and put some records on. 

We sat on the floor, sipping and shift- 
ing through records. Now and then, 
Pinky would tell me something about 
one of the singers or bandleaders he 
knew personally. 

Time seemed to race away as I sat 
there, my legs tucked under me while 
I looked about the room. 

“It’s all so wonderful, Pinky,” I 
breathed, “but how does it happen to 
be here in this little town. Why didn’t 
you settle up north?” 

“I don’t know,” Pinky said. “Maybe 
it’s because I feel that I can do more with 
less money here. There’s no competi- 
tion. I wouldn’t like the responsibility 
of a big operation. I’ve never liked a 
lot of responsibilities. Maybe that’s why 
I never got married. Everybody says a 
man has to ‘take on responsibilities’ 
when he marries.” 

“You're selfish,” I teased, “you don’t 
want to share all this with a woman.” 

“TI don’t mind sharing it, I just mind 
being married,” Pinky said with studied 
emphasis. Then he looked at me intently, 
and I blushed. He leaned over and kissed 
me softly. Then he kissed me again, 
harder, and this time I responded. 

“Pinky, it’s getting terribly late,” | 
said when I could pull away. 

“Yes,” he agreed, and kissed me 
again, pulling me gently down onto the 
deep, plush rug. 

His kisses were warm and sweet, and 
I clung to him, my head swimming dizzi- 
ly under the music and drink. My flesh 
goose-pimpled under his caresses. 

“Pinky, please,” I managed to say, 
“T’ve really got to go.” 

“I know,” he said, and kept right on. 

I knew I should struggle. Everything 
inside me said, “Laura, this is it,” and 
I could hear Aunt Effie’s voice calling: 
“Laura! Laura!” But none of this gave 
me the strength (Continued on Page 56) 
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r _ DOORBELL rang for the second 

- time, but Tony’s arms tightened 
sround me as | started to get up. “Let 
it ring,” he whispered, trying to find my 
ips again. Laughing, I pulled away and 
ran a hand through my rumpled hair. 

“But there’s someone at the door, 
darling,” I said. 

fony reached out and caught my 
hand. “Pretend you didn’t hear and 
naybe whoever it is will go away,” he 

rged. 

| shook my head. “I’m too proud of 

new apartment to chase visitors 
away,’ I told him. “I want to show it 
ff to everybody.” 

\ look of disappointment crossed 
lony’s handsome features. He stood up 
ind planted little kisses on my neck and 
face. “Please send whoever it is away, 
Marla,” he coaxed, and his voice was 
yw and urgent. “I was counting on en- 


J 


joying this evening with you—alone.’ 

I gave a shaky laugh that was meant 
to hide my seething emotions, telling my- 
self that it was silly to let Tony’s ardent 
attentions upset me so. The bell rang 
again and I decided to see who it was. 
After months and months of pounding 
the pavement without luck, I had finally 
managed to find a decent place to live. 
It was such a cute little apartment that 
I was eager to show it off to my friends. 

Of course, if Tony had only said the 
word I would have gladly stopped my 
apartment hunting long ago and mar- 
ried him. But he never seemed to get 
around to talking seriously about us. 
We dated regularly and I liked him very 
much, enough to give up my lonely 
bachelor-girl existence for a career as 
Mrs. Tony Reed. 

But so far, there was no sign that 
Tony shared my dream of a home and 


children. Everything was fun to him, 
strictly for laughs. By the time I found 
the new apartment, Tony still hadn’t 
given any indication he was ready to 
settle down. So when a rental agency 
I'd registered with months earlier un- 
expectedly informed me that the tenant 
had moved out, I promptly moved in. 

Now that I’d hung the drapes I’d 
made and put the finishing touches on 
my do-it-yourself decorating, Tony had 
come over for a sort of housewarming 
celebration. And I had no objections to 
other guests, even if he preferred to keep 
it a cosy twosome. 

I opened the door and looked out into 
the hall. At first I saw nothing, but 
glancing down, I was surprised to see 
a little girl standing there. She was neat- 
ly dressed, with a round hat perched on 
a mass of shiny black curls. She clutched 
an overnight bag in both hands as she 


A knock at the door and a small girl who thought I was her 


mother had disrupted my life. Unless I did something quick. 


my own chance for happiness was likely to be spoiled. Some- 


body was bound to get hurt. 





Her big brown eyes 


| Recovering from my first shock, I 


smiled down at her. “Hello,” I said 
brightly. 

The little girl took a deep breath, then 
asked, “Are you my mommy?” 

I stared at her in blank astonishment. 
Her lips quivered. “Don’t you know me, 
Mommy? I’m Jean.” 

Thinking perhaps she had wandered 
to the wrong floor, I said, “What apart- 

pment are you looking for, little girl?” 

Her eyes misted. “Please don’t send 
me away,” she pleaded. Tears welled up 
land trickled down her cheeks. She 

‘looked so pathetic that I knelt down and 
put an arm around her shoulders. 


“There, there,” I said comfortingly, 
“everything’s going to be all right, 
dear.” 

“Then you're not going to send me 
away?” 

I hesitated. “Well, we'll have to see 
about that. Maybe you’d better come in- 
side so we can straighten this out.” I 
stood up and held out my hand to her. 
“But you'd better stop crying. There’s a 
gentleman inside who—” 

A look of sheer joy lighted up her 
face. “You mean Daddy found you, 
too?” 

“Daddy? Not exactly, dear,” I stam- 
mered. “Here, you’d better let me carry 
that bag. It looks pretty heavy for a lit- 
tle girl like you.” 


Her hot little hand clutched mine 
desperately. “I was so afraid,” she 
sobbed. “Oh, Mommy! Mommy!” She 
buried her face in my skirt. It was sev- 
eral moments before I could lead her 
into the apartment. 

“Did you get rid of—” Tony halted, 
a baffled look on his face when he caught 
sight of my visitor. “Well, if this 
isn’t—!” 

I put a warning finger to my lips and 
shook my head. “Tony, we’ve got com- 
pany,” I said. “This is—” Things had 
happened so swiftly that I’d forgotten 
her name. 

“I’m Jean,” she said, looking up at 
Tony. “Are you one of my Mommy’s 
boy friends? (Continued on Page 64 ) 
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made of,” and I remember once, when 
Chita had a cold and was laid up for a 
few days, I caught him patting Marie the 
shake dancer and her giving him the 


come-on. 


I cried all night and when Chita 
wanted to know what was the matter with 


me, | told her, and she just laughed and 


said, ““Window shopping!” But for weeks 


I used to watch Marie swinging her hips 
around and twisting and contorting, and 
I'd try to put a hex on her, so she’d 
throw her backbone out of place and die, 
but she never did. 

Chita noticed it. One day she said, 
“I’m not a jealous woman. What’s the 
use of being jealous? If a man wants 
another woman you're dead anyhow and 
might as well start looking around. And 
if he doesn’t really want her, what’s the 
harm? Boys will be boys. Don’t you 
ever be the jealous type, my child. You 
only make yourself sick at the stomach.” 

I guess I was about ten then and Chita 
was just beginning to teach me how to 


younger than Flip. He got me to let him 
show me a couple of steps and whispered 
a couple of out-of-the-way things to me, 
but I didn’t pay them too much attention. 


Flip broke up the little stomp session and 
I thought that was all there was to it. 


After the show that night we went to a 


little club to get a sandwich. Chita and 
I were sitting in a booth and we could 
see the men in a back room huddled 
around a big table. Flip took a flyer at 
the dice now and then, but he was no 
confirmed gambler. He and this dancer 
were both back there. The men were 
hurrahing like men always do when they 
gamble. Then this hoofer said some- 
thing about teaching me some new steps 
and Flip told him to shut up. But he 
didn’t. He said something else about 
teaching me a “new way to do the 
Charleston.” Flip split his head with a 
beer bottle and the hoofer shot him. 
They brought Flip outside to us and 
I sat beside him on the ground and 
held his head while Chita went around 






When things got tough and Eddie 


Sereamed and pleaded, it was easy to call The Number 


and get The Man. He could fix every- 


thing just right. Especially if I'd ‘be nice to him’ 


dance. She wanted me to be a ballerina 
or something classy, but Flip insisted 
that | had to be a stomper with all the 
old steps and a few new routines show- 
ing a lot of leg. 

“A well-stacked chick with a good 
routine is the prettiest thing on God’s 
green earth,” he said. “I ran away from 
home and got into show business because 
of one, and you’re alive and kicking be- 
cause of another; so it’s to the boards 
for you, kid.” 

Chita coached me on the straight stuff 
and Marie showed me something about 
bumps and shimmies and it was all won- 
derful. I danced my first show under a 
tent on a vacant lot off Ninth Street in 
Little Rock. It seems a million years ago 
and still almost like yesterday because 
that was the night Chita and I lost Flip. 

I saw it happen and so did Chita. This 
tap dancer from Memphis had been 
hanging around the lot shooting the bull 
with people he knew and eyeing me. 
Flip knew him from somewhere way 
back although he was considerably 
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the corner to the tent and did her regular 
routine. 

Like I said, I’m part of the whole 
corny tradition of show business. 

It was the first time I ever remember 
missing Chita’s act. But I missed three 
in a row because I had to arrange for 
Flip to be put away before we moved on 
to Memphis. The funeral was short be- 
cause we had to catch a train. A preacher 
muttered something about “dust to dust” 
beside the grave and the trumpet player 
blew taps and we left Flip in the red 
clay of Arkansas. 

After a few months Chita took up with 
the trombone player who had some in- 
fluence with the man who owned the 
show and I got on regular as a chorus 
girl behind Chita. Pretty soon we were 
all doing fairly well on our three checks. 

Then it happened. 

How it happened was like this: 

In the spring, Chita, John the trom- 
bone player and | used to always take 
this gig at the State Fair in Texas while 
the rest of the show was rehearsing. We 





used to pick up from wherever we were 
and go down there and Chita and | 
would do a hot little mother and daugh- 
ter act in one of the sideshows on the 
Midway. It was good practice after an 
idle winter and brought in a few “geets” 
at the same time. 

We were down there this time and 
Chita mentioned after we had been there 
a couple of days that she knew where 
there was a small hot combo. Chita loved 
to dance, especially to small combos. So 
we went there—somewhere on Hall 
Street—but just as we walked in the hot 
combo got in its last licks and signed off. 
A piano player was filling in. We would 
have been on our way again but the 
boys in the combo started filing by and 
one of them spotted us and sang out. 

It was a guy named Norris or some- 
thing, who’d played with John in Chi- 
cago once. With him was Eddie, who 
played tenor sax, a nice-looking kid of 
maybe 26 or 27, dressed sharp, with an 
appealing sort of shy smile. He went for 


nal a s 





me in a big way and asked me to dance. 
The piano wasn’t too good but Eddie 
was and we kicked up our heels to a fare- 
thee-well. Then we ducked out and went 
back to the Fair Grounds and rode the 
roller coaster. He held me tight. 

Then we took a ride in the Tunnel, 
and in the dark he kissed me—hard 
kisses, but he didn’t paw me and it was 
kind of sweet. We rode a couple of more 
times and then he had to go back to 
work. He asked for my phone number 
and I| gave it to him. 

Now, Eddie Middleton looked like a 
man and made noises like a man, but 
he wasn’t a man. He was a weak, cor- 
rupt kid. He didn’t fool Chita, but he 
fooled me, for a while anyhow, because 
I wanted a man. I was at the age when 
a female wants to be complete. 

He phoned the next day and said it 
was his night off and could he come and 
see our act. He did and he stayed around 
until the Midway closed and then we 
took a walk. He was no wolf. In fact, for 
a musician, he was sort of shy—except 
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for a long, low whistle in his eyes when 
he looked at me. 

One day he came by our house early 
in the morning while Chita and John 
were still sleeping. We sat around talk- 
ing and petting a little. Nothing heavy, 
just a peck now and then. I had started 
into another room for something unim- 
portant because I’ve always dreamed that 
love was made for night time and it was 
too early in the day for Eddie to breathe 
so heavily. But I stumbled on the rug 
and plopped on the floor like a pad of 
hot butter. 

When he picked me up and held me 
and I looked into his happy eyes with 
the whistle in them, something hap- 
pened; something strange and wonder- 
ful. It was like I was a bottle of cham- 
pagne and he’d pulled the cork. 

He held me a minute and kind of 
sniffed me and I knew he wanted me and 
] wanted him—the first time I’d ever 
wanted a man, a definite man and not a 
dream. It was all very funny and ex- 





citing and it flashed through my mind 
that this must have been the way it was 
with Flip and Chita. 

After he had gone, Chita came out and 
noticed that I was sort of mussed and 
fussed, but she didn’t say anything, not 
for a day or two, and then she said, kind 
of embarrassed at first, “Sally, what’s 
with you and this sax man?” 

“Oh, a little light smooching,” I said. 

“Don’t get him under your skin,” she 
said. 

“Why not? I think he’s kind of nice,” 
[shot back at her. 

“Something tells me I shouldn’t have 
taken my finger out of the dike,” Chita 
said. “But since I did, here goes: Look, 
Sally, I guess nobody ever learned from 
anybody else; they have to learn it the 
hard way, but I think I have to tip you 
off, this hornblower is bad news—real 
bad news.” 

“How?” 

“Honey,” Chita said, “He’s just a little 
snowbird looking for a breast to nest on 
while he dreams.” 


“Oh?” I said skeptically. 

“Look at his eyes!” she said. 

Of course, there was something about 
his eyes. But I hoped she was wrong; 
I was sure she was. 

But the next time I saw him I looked 
at his eyes and then I asked him, straight 
out. He admitted it. He was very 
ashamed of it. He said he’d got “on the 
stuff” because he was lonely and didn’t 
have a girl; he had never had a decent 
girl. 

“That’s all, brother, you’d better make 
me some tracks with the heels pointing 
my way,’ I said. 

Eddie made the tracks, and I’d be 
lying in my teeth if I said I didn’t miss 
him. He didn’t come around for about 
two weeks, but one afternoon he showed 
up again and said, “I’ve got it whipped, 
sugar. Strictly for you!” 

His eyes looked all right. 
tered and happy. 

We picked up again and Chita didn’t 
say anything more. 

One night, he asked me to marry him. 

I had just turned eighteen and I didn’t 
really want to get married. I just wanted 
to help him and I told him so. 

He said, “Sally, you have helped me. 
You got me off the stuff. But you’ve 
started the music and you can’t stop in 
the middle of the verse. You've got to 
play the chorus, baby. You’re my only 
chance. You got me off the stuff and 
only you can keep me off it. I need you 


I was flat- 


in my corner.” 

I was touched; I felt warm and ma- 
ternal about him. I said I’d have to think 
it over. 

I thought it over and then I told Chita 
about it. 

She said, “Sally, my kind of woman— 
and I think you’re my kind of woman— 
needs a man that’s weaned. We need a 
male not a suckling pig.” 

That made sense and I wanted to buy 
it but my strange mind let me love Flip 
more than a daughter ought to so I 
wouldn’t buy the facts of life the way 
Chita put them down to me. 

I told Eddie I thought I was too young 
to get married and waited for him to 
react like I knew he would. He kept 
coming around and he kept in there 
pitching against the stuff and I knew 
he was fighting and it gave me a proud, 
warm feeling for him. 

I didn’t tell him, but one day I told 
Chita I thought I would marry him. 

“If you got to go, you got to go,” 


Chita said. “Maybe you can pull it off. I 
guess it’s been done. Some women are 
just born to have to do things like that. 
Even me!” 

“Anybody I know,” I said. 

“Long before you were a gleam in 
Flip’s eye,” she said. “I was twenty 
and a magician caught me in a show in 
Fort Worth and joined up. He was a 
nice looker and he looked like a man, 
too, and made noises like a man. He 
was appealing and boyish . . . and a 
queer. I’d probably have been stuck 
with him until now if a man hadn’t 
come along, a guy by the name of Flip.” 

Somehow I was revolted at the thought 
that Eddie might not be all man. I re- 
membered too well the hot jelly-like feel- 
ing I had when he held me close. It was 
the closest thing to being complete I 
had known and missing that was hard 
to visualize. Maybe Chita shouldn’t have 
told me that story. Anyhow I think I 
was half defiant when I told Eddie I 
would marry him. 

And he was gentle and sweet with me. 
And it was all right. I didn’t know any 
better. 

That was the first time lightning 
struck. It hit me where I lived. It was 
also my first big mistake. 


WE GOT A ROOM halfway between 
where Eddie worked and where I 
worked while we both played out our 
engagements. Then Chita and John 
picked up and went to join the minstrel 
show. Eddie’s combo got a call to play 
a long engagement in a San Antonio club 
and we went there. 

Eddie was wonderful for a few months 
and I began to think it would be nice 
to have a baby. I told him about it and 
he said, “Okay, sugar, if you want it, 
sure. Only, I was thinking you already 
have your hands full with me.” He wasn’t 
too enthusiastic at all. 

“But you’re okay now, Eddie,” I said. 
“You're strictly okay, aren’t you?” 

“Why sure,” he said, “only sometimes 
I want just a little jolt, but I think of 
you, and I don’t go for it.” 

So I decided the baby could wait a 
while. I didn’t feel that I could play 
nursemaid to Eddie and a kid at the 
same time. 

I don’t know when he started again. I 
don’t know when the wanting became 
unbearable and he had to have that little 
jolt. All I know is that one day I looked 
at him and I (Continued on Page 74) 
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“For Pete’s sake, Ruth, 
George shouted, “I'm 
tired of this endlesi 
round of entertaining 
and putting on the dog.” 
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George was a drag. He had no more social ambitions than an alley cat. And 
nothing I could do would ever change him. Well, he could just go to the devil. 


. eee CLINK OF GLASSES and the gentle ripple 

of laughter above the buzzing conversation came 
floating to me out in the kitchen while I told Mary 
to mix fresh martinis. The party was going well, as 
all my parties did, and even then I could hear Ann 
Morris’ animated voice sounding the praises of my 


hospitality. 
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“Everytime I tell myself that I simply must break 
away from the social season, I find myself invited 
to one of Ruth’s charming get-togethers,” Ann was 
saying. “And of course, who could help but come to 
Ruth’s affairs.” 

There was murmured agreement around the room. 

I slammed a glass down (Continued on Page 58) 
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Arrogance? Crudity? Selfishness? You name it and 
this author says men have it. Futhermore, she regards 
them as overrated lovers. How many women will agree? 


By Charlotte Evans 


HE chocolate-colored soldier sat ¢ 
the bench under a tree in the Bois de 
Boulougne kissing his girl. One of her 
shapely legs was stretched out parallel to 
his and the exciting curve of it showed 
French complexion. Her hair was 

| ck, wind-blown and disar 
anxious fingers of her 

, breath-taking kisses that caused 
ie old, love-tired ice cream sales 

te and occasionally shout 
“Vive l'amour.” a 
Sophisticated Parisians long accus- 
tomed to torrid public daylight exhibi- 
tions of lovemaking slowed down their 
cars or slackened their strolling to watch 
the frantic, white-hot display on the par 





Here was a thing long touted, a hing 
unusual—a frenetic, uninhibited French 


dozens cheered the lovers as their Span 
ish cousins cheer the skillful matador at 
a bull fight. It seemed they expected the 
brown soldier and his beautiful swarthy 


companion momentarily to break theit 
clinch and lie prostrate on the lush green 
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ss of the Bois panting, spent and con- 
bred like a mortally wounded bull. 

But I could have told them different. 
ou ld have told them the hard, uncom- 
mer tary truth about Negro men. 


a Red Cross worker. I had come 
way from an Army Service Club 


ck in the States, through the cold, 
mmy days of passing out doughnuts 


n air bases in England, across 


§ Channel and through the hedgerows 


ovincial France pouring hot coffee 


F these brown so-called sexual super- 


T had lived all my life as an ob- 


et tof their affection. 


I could have told them, without im- 


igning my own good reputation as a 


n hard to snap out a bedroom light 


p, that I would readily trade almost any 


worldly-wise British leftenant for 


+ big, muscular, 6-foot Tan Yank 


thed out on the park bench on any 
alit night the poets could dream up. 


I could have told them, that while not 


ily lousy lovers, Negro men are 
overrated. But I like to consider 


fself a woman who is tolerant. If some- 


or a whole race of somebodys has 


t ‘a good thing going, I’d be the last 
° on on earth to tear down their play- 


. If the French people, most of the 
women in the world and all the 


white men in the world want to believe 
that the brown-skinned man is the most 
efficient or most dangerous male that 
ever squeaked a divan, far be it from 
me to be the first to raise a voice in 
protest. 

It just happens that I’m not the first. 
The sign posts have been cropping up 
all around for a long time, but nobody 
pays them any attention. What I’ve got 
to say is mainly in the interest of his- 
torical accuracy for the masquerade cer- 
tainly hasn’t fooled the wise eyes of the 
keen observer. 

Mme. Simone de Beauvoir, noted 
French sociologist who has no qualms 
about yanking the covers off the bed and 
who recently wrote her impressions of 
American husbands after an extensive 
tour of the United States, pities Amer- 
ican wives for being in the hands of such 
clumsy, inexpert men. 

“It is commonplace among men in 
America to say that their wives are 


























frigid,” Mme. Beauvoir observed. “With 
some,” she added, “it amounts to an ob- 
session. But the men who will also say 
of one another that they are poor lovers. 
Here they feel obviously inferior to 
Europeans. .. .” 

And, of course, Mme. de Beauvoir was 
talking about white men when she spoke 
of American men feeling inferior to 
Europeans. No Negro man considers 
himself inferior to any man. But, other- 
wise, what Mme. de Beauvoir says of 
white Americans is equally true of Ne- 
gro American men. 

Just as the white man in America 
often wonders why his wife “changes so” 
after marriage, the Negro man does the 
same. It never occurs to either of them 
that this may be because it is they who 
change radically. 

When he is courting a girl, the Amer- 
ican places her high on a pedestal, idol- 
izes her, spoils her, makes her feel like 
a princess. She marries him thinking 
that he will always make her feel this 
wonderful. But soon after his passion 
and curiosity are satisfied, she finds her- 
self taken for granted as a home con- 
venience, along with the easy chair, TV 
set and refrigerator. 

As his interest in his wife dwindles to 

a cool 32 degrees, his consideration for 
her drops far, far below zero. Where 
once he risked a bull in the pasture to 
pick her flowers, he begins to go through 
the screen door and let it slam in her 
face. He strongly believes that his con- 
tribution to marriage ends when he 
brings home the weekly paycheck. In 
exchange for this, he feels, without say- 
ing so openly, that the little woman 
should roll out the red carpet for him 
when he returns home from work each 
day. He even secretly envies her for 
being able to stay home all day. 

If he is financially hard-pressed and 
unchivalrous enough to have her work 
after marriage, when they get home in 
the evening he is content to settle down 
with the evening paper while she bustles 
about preparing a meal for him. 

And if I sound like a cynical woman, 
spewing out sour grapes because a Ne- 
gro man | married gave me a hard time, 
| hasten to say I am not. I have never 
married a Negro man and never will. 
What I know about how they act after 
marriage has come from disentangled, 
objective observation. What I know 
about how they act before marriage is 
a somewhat more personal matter, and 
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as a girl who spent several years during 
World War II as one of the few women 
constantly around men numbering into 
the thousands, I think I qualify as some 
sort of expert. 

It is not really important, however, 
whether my observations are applied to 
married men or single men. The trou- 
ble with Negro men is basic in all of 
them, whether they have made one or a 
dozen trips to the altar, whether they 
profess one-woman fidelity or openly 
boast of being a boudoir grasshopper. 

One thing that is important to my ob- 
servations is that they are no cursory 
snap judgments. I have made a study 
of men because nothing in life interests 
me more. I did not join the Red Cross 


they are hare-brained and think every. 
thing they say is interesting. They talk 
twice as much as men because they are, 
by nature, vocal animals and cannot 
help it. They are impelled to talk by 
instinct. Nature guaranteed that babies 
should learn to talk at an early age by 
having them exposed to a constant bar. 
rage of female conversation from birth 
on. If more men understood this, there 
would be far fewer divorces where it is 
charged, “She talks too much.” 

Yet, this thoughtlessness on the part of 
Negro men is the direct result of a self. 
ishness traceable to Momism. 

Phylip Wylie was one of the first to 
recognize Momism as a great American 
disease. He pointed out that many Amer. 
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| After passion’s flare, woman finds her place with the 
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easy chair, the television set and the refrigerator. She q 


has, in short, become another convenience to | 
EY 


during the war to catch a husband, as 
so many people have been inclined to say 
about WACs and Red Cross workers. I 
would be a liar if I said I wasn’t on the 
lookout. But I could also see no better 
way to really learn about men than to be 
thrown in daily contact with several bat- 
talions.of the country’s bravest 1-As. 

And perhaps the first thing I learned 
—much to my despair—is the utter fu- 
tility of trying to get Negro men to un- 
derstand the basic difference between 
men and women. In my conversations 
with Gls in the stateside service clubs, 
they always complained about their girl 
friends who “talk too much” and “gossip 
all the time.” They complained that their 
girls had no interest in sports, tying fish- 
ing flies or discussing Paul Tillich’s phi- 
losophy of love. 

They simply failed to appreciate that 
women are essentially interested in peo- 
ple—-specific people and their problems, 
while men are more interested in things. 

There is not a woman afoot who has 
or can pretend the same interest in bat- 
ting averages or gadgets that she hon- 
estly has in the reactions of two of her 
friends who showed up at a dance wear- 
ing the same Paris creation. 

And women do not talk a lot because 


ican men are emotionally crippled by 
their mothers, who refuse to cut the um- 
bilical cord. These women, disappointed 
in their own husbands, turn to their sons 
for love. They make the son feel that 
the sun and stars revolve around him 
and this is the natural order of things. 
They cater to his whims and behave in 
every way except the physical one like 
an expert mistress. 

When such a son seeks female com- 
panionship, Mom still has first place in 
his heart, and he expects a continuation 
of the spoiling process from his lady 
friend. He is outraged when he discovers 
she considers herself an _ individual 
rather than an echo of himself. 

Such men are so self-engrossed that 
they tend to feel that looking after the 
children is entirely a wife’s job. They 
never offer to take them off her hands, 
and if she insists they yell like a stuck 
bull and assume the wounded air of mar- 
tyrs. They also lack the imagination to 
realize what it is like to be stuck in the 
home all day and thus have absolutely 
no sympathy for the wife’s desire to be 
taken out to a club or to dinner. 

Moreover, if it occurs to a discerning 
Negro man that something is wrong, that 
his philosophy of having a woman sole- 
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ly for the purpose of dancing attendance 
on him is not workable; if he tries to 
make some adjustments in his thinking 
which will help him iron out the diffi- 
culties between his wife and him, he only 
gets all the more confused. 

Because he is woefully ignorant about 
female psychology and insists upon 
clinging to historic male prerogatives 
which are no longer accepted, he makes 
blunder after blunder until he finally 
complains that he is misunderstood. 

What he really means is that he doesn’t 
understand womankind. Married or sin- 
gle, he usually proves this by giving her 
everything except what she actually 
wants. 

This does not represent viciousness on 
his part—merely tragic ignorance. And 
this phase of ignorance in the Negro 
male stems from misplaced values. He 
places too much importance on outer 
beauty and too little on inner beauty. 


— THE all-to-typical case of a cou- 

ple I shall call Bob and Sylvia. Bob 
was a powerfully built, handsome officer 
in one of the outfits stationed near a Red 
Cross Club where I worked in occupied 
Germany. Sylvia came into his life as 
the soubrette of a Special Services show 
and married him under the impression 
that he was a big, masterful man. 

In one of the all-too-infrequent cases 
typical of the Negro man’s lack of under- 
standing of women, Bob literally wor- 
shipped beautiful Sylvia, and, at first 
she found his love intoxicating. But as 
the months wore into years, Sylvia grew 
impatient with his refusal to let her get 
down off the pedestal. 

Her slightest wish was his command. 
He rushed to grab the dish towel. He 
did the shopping. He became an expert 
baby changer. In their marital relations. 
he was timid and apologetic about ap- 
proaching her. He never argued back; 
never made a decision. “It doesn’t make 
any difference to me, dear. You decide,” 
was his favorite bromide. 

Sylvia had a different idea about what 
marriage should be. She knew Bob felt 
himself a model husband because he was 
so “considerate.” But what she couldn’t 
get across to him was that she consid- 
ered him a flop because he did not estab- 
lish himself as master of the house. 

Finally, hoping to provoke a mascu- 
line reaction out of him, Sylvia delib- 
erately flirted with another officer at a 
party, and stayed out on a dark porch 


with him for an hour alone. Nothing 
at all went on, but Sylvia wanted that 
to be a question mark in Bob’s mind. 

When they got home, she yearned for 
him to assert himself, to bawl her out, to 
tell her she was his woman and he would 
not tolerate such conduct. Instead, Bob 
said nothing; maintained a pained si- 
lence. 

“Well, is that all you’ve got to say 
about a wife who plays up to another 
man at a party?” Sylvia exclaimed. “Or 
am I to take it that you don’t mind very 
much?” 

Bob swallowed bravely. “I 
whatever will make you happy, dear,” he 
said gently. 

But Sylvia felt she had reached her 
psychological limits. She filed suit for 
a divorce, charged mental cruelty. 

Bob never really understood that be- 
cause Sylvia was an inordinately beau- 
tiful female. She was also simply a 
woman inside, a woman who wanted to 
be a normal housewife; owned, pos- 
sessed and handled like an old watch 
charm rather than a delicate rose. 

On the other hand, there is the all- 
too-frequent case of a couple I shall call 
Al and Nadine. Al was as average as 50 
per cent, except for a glib tongue, infec- 
tious smile and overabundance of per- 
sonality. He had married Nadine in a 
small southern town when he got his 
promotion to sergeant. She was as plain 
as a cup cake, a perfect foil for Al be- 
cause she was quiet and introspective. 

They moved from camp to camp as 
Al’s outfit was transferred and Al inev- 
itably made lots of friends, was invited 
to lots of parties. His popularity and his 
anxiety to maintain it were the crux of 
their trouble. 

Al often came bouncing in from the 
orderly room to rush through a shower 
and yell to Nadine to come on “let’s go 
over to Mack’s to a party.” Rarely did 
he bother to mention such affairs days 
or weeks before when invitations were 
extended, or call up in mid-afternoon to 
give her a chance to prepare. 

As a result Nadine often showed up at 
glamorous parties looking rather seedy. 
Al in his fun-making ebullience would 
make her the butt of his jokes, call her 
“my beat-up old lady.” 

After a long series of such trying ex- 
periences, Nadine finally found the cour- 
age to call Al down. She asked him to 
show her a little more respect when out 
in company, occasionally see that she 


want 


was served first when he passed around 
drinks for the ladies. 

She loved Al unselfishly. When she 
asked that he respect her, he beat her 
into senselessness. 

Almost without exception, the Negro 
man tends to take his woman at face 
value. She is either too beautiful to 
raise a finger or too plain to warrant 


common courtesies. He refuses to read 


between the lines to see what she really . 


wants. Asa result of his lack of compre- 
hension, he comes to the erroneous con- 
clusion that it’s impossible to please a 
woman. 


OME TEN YEARS AGO when I 
boarded a ship on my first voyage 

overseas, I had much of this informa- 
tion and many of these conclusions in 
my mind. I had no inclination to ride 
down Negro men, however. I was more 
like a bargain hunter. I was looking 
from counter to counter, testing and 
feeling the materials on display, liking 
the pattern of some things, disliking the 
style of others, content to leave all of 
what I saw where it was; buying noth- 
ing. 

My close association with tan Gls 
overseas led me to two other uncompli- 
mentary conclusions about Negro men. 
They are terrifyingly suspicious and hor- 
ribly promiscuous. 

Of course, there are exceptions to such 
a generalization as this. I knew many 
men who were as true to their marriage 
vows as the uncertainties of war would 
permit. I also knew hundreds of others 
who justified their own tom-cat behavior 
with a smoldering suspicion that their 
wives or girl friends back home were 
not faithful to them. 

One night at a dance at the Red Cross 
Club in Manchester, England, a clean- 
cut young Negro soldier frankly told 
me that he had had an affair with all but 
two of a dozen “easy” English girls who 
frequented the club. When I asked him 
what did he think his girl friend back 
home would think of his conduct, he had 
a ready answer. 

“I know she’s having her fun,” he 
countered with feigned sophistication. 
“I’ve been over here almost a year. She 
wouldn’t be holding out that long. What’s 
fair for the gander is fun for the goose.” 

Later, one of my own experiences was 


to confirm my belief in the general sus- 
piciousness (Continued on Page 78) 
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SHRILL VOICE outside my 


PYHE 
I 
lressing room jolted me back to 


ity. 

Five minutes! Five minutes!” 
lon’t know how long I'd been sitting, 
ng at the letter. It was perhaps the 


eth time in the past two days that 


Making good as a singer brought me 


SP eB 


a lot of girls and a lot of fame. but 


somehow 


I'd read the words which spelled out 
with utter finality the end of my chances 
with Marion. Once again my eyes found 
the line which had become as familiar 
in my memory as the image of Marion’s 
sweet and tender face, her curvy-soft lips, 
her chestnut-colored hair. 


I lost out on 


love. 


“T can’t say I don’t love you anymore, 
Chuck,” the letter said, “but I don’t dare 
to.” 

I felt dangerously as though my eyes 
were going to fill up with the tears that 
wanted to spring from a bottomless well 


of sadness in my heart. I thought of the 








test of the letter—the explanation about 
Marion’s getting married. I had lost her. 
And yet, she admitted that she still loved 
me. 

I heard the doorknob of my dressing 
room rattle vainly. 

“Whatcha’ doing with the 


door 


locked?” an indignant voice demanded. 
It was Danny, the bass in our four-man 


singing group, and my ‘best friend. 
“Come on,” he shouted, “stop playing 
little games. We got about two minutes 


before curtain.” 


“Be right out, Man,” I called. My 


Trudy kept telling me that she wanted us 
to belong to each other, convincing me that 
she was crazy for me. 





voice sounded weak and inadequate, and 
I felt I'd better stop mooning around. 
I'd already lost my best girl, and if I 
didn’t stop goofing. I’d lose my career 
to boot. Even Danny and the boys were 
worried about my strange behavior of 
the last two (Continued on Page 50) 
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Life was going to be nice and peaceful with a 


steady guy like J. R., but I wanted one fling first 


; eon afternoon I left the university for the last time. It is Gradu- 

ation Day, the day toward which I have worked for four years. 
But I was not among those who marched. Instead of the triumphant 
exit I had dreamed of, I had to slip away in disgrace. All my accom- 
plishments, my plans for the future, are tumbled in ruins—a monu- 
ment to one night of folly. 

It is now evening and I am in my mother’s hotel room. She has 
come 800 miles to see me graduate. We are packing, both of us dry- 
eyed and silent, to return to Quick Creek, Georgia. That is the little 
town in which I was born and reared, and the place | hate with all 
my heart. But it is both my duty and penalty to return, for it is the 
only place I can be sure of getting a job to support my mother. 

Four years ago I came to the university knowing exactly what I 
wanted: to escape forever from the shabby existence I had known in 
Quick Creek; and get a hard-working, solid-type man to marry me, 
and thus insure my future. My mind was made up that I would never 
be happy without accomplishing these things and I was determined 
that nothing would stop me. 

This is a calloused and unhealthy frame of mind for a young girl 
entering college. It usually leads to trouble and disillusionment, I 
know that now. If I cannot excuse such an attitude, I can at least 
explain how it came about. 

Before I came to college there was only drabness for me. My early 
life was one long, unpleasant dream that had turned into an unbear- 
able nightmare by the time I finished high school. 

My father was not much of a provider for mother and me. He 
worked only when he could find jobs which suited him, which was 
very seldom. Most of his time was spent gambling and carousing 
with his equally lazy buddies. When I was about ten years old. he 
hied off for parts unknown and we never saw him again. 











“Stop it, you fool!” I snapped 


.. angrily. “Remember, I’m en- 


























To support us, my mother was house- 
keeper for a wealthy white family that 
owned whole blocks of property in the 
Negro section. They paid her a small 
salary and allowed us to live rent-free in 
a house of theirs. It wasn’t in the worst 
slums, but that doesn’t mean it wasn’t 
pretty bad. There was nothing we could 
do about it. My mother’s small salary 
didn’t go much further than supplying 
the essentials of food and clothing. 

Often our meals consisted of greens 
and a kind of stew which was mostly 
chicken backs and necks. And the ma- 
jority of my dresses were the made-over 
hand-me-downs of the people my mother 
worked for. Sometimes I had to wear 
shoes a size too large. 

Our neighbors were poor also, but it 
seemed to me that we were worse off than 
anyone. I rarely had pennies to buy 
candy, or a nickle to go and sit in the 
peanut gallery at the movie. I was very 
sensitive about these things and I 
brooded a lot. 

The worst thing was that when I be- 
came a teen-ager I began to suffer ter- 
ribly with acne; and the fact that I grew 
unusually tall and skinny did not help. I 
felt that I was the ugliest, shabbiest thing 
in town. I might have killed myself in 
a fit of despair if it were not for two 
things which gave me hope. 

The first was that Laura, the girl next 
door, got married. She was not much bet- 
ter off than I, yet she married a fellow 
who took her away from Quick Creek to 
Chicago where he had a nice home and a 
good job. I saw the fellow once. He was 
not at all handsome and he dressed in 
dark suits like a preacher. Everyone 
remarked about how quiet he was and 
how the only interest he seemed to have 
was pleasing his new wife. 

Although Laura and I had never been 
close friends, she being several years 
older than I, she seemed to sense my 
rebellion against the type of life I had. 
Before she left with her husband for 
good, she took me aside: 

“Honey,” she said. “Find yourself a 
man; not one of those pretty playboys, 
but a nice homey guy that’s got a good 
job up North. No matter what he looks 
like, make him crazy about you and 
marry him. That’s the only way to get 
out of this hole.” 

I took those words into my heart and 
never forgot them. 

The second ray of hope was provided 
by my mother. When I was a very little 
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girl, she decided that someday I should 
go to college. She felt that education 
was the way to escape from poverty. So 
every Sunday morning she got up very 
early and baked hot rolls. She delivered 
them to customers in better neighbor- 
hoods who either could not, or would 
not bake their own for Sunday morning 
breakfast. The money she earned that 
way paid for an endowment policy to 
send me to college. 

Thus it was, that as soon as I finished 
high school, after 17 years of having 
nothing, looking like nothing and being 
nothing, I was able to leave Quick Creek. 
I felt like a condemned man escaping the 
death house. 

College life was wonderful. I applied 
myself diligently and made good grades. 
By second semester I earned a small 
scholarship that paid part of my tuition 
fees. This made it possible for me to 
divert some of my endowment money 
into badly needed dresses and things. By 
careful managing I was able to dress 
decently, though not with much variety. 
And my acne began clearing up. The 
university physician said it was the re- 
sult of my maturing, plus a better bal- 
anced diet. 

When the school year ended I went to 
the dean of women and told her that I 
did not want to go home. I told her that 
I had to get a job and earn money for 
next year’s schooling, and there was no 
work in my home town. This was not 
true. My endowment guaranteed me 
enough money for the entire four years 
at the university. I simply did not intend 
to return to Quick Creek, ever. 

The dean was a wonderful woman. 
She liked me and perhaps she under- 
stood me better than I knew. At any 
rate, she told me that if I got a letter 
from my mother saying it was all right, 
she would get me a job in her brother’s 
drugstore for the summer. It was located 
near the campus and I could remain in 
the dormitory. 

The letter from my mother was no 
trouble to get. Monday of the following 
week I started working behind the soda 
fountain in Williams Drugstore. And 
that is where I met J.R. Brown. 

He noticed me as soon as I came in 
and, of course I noticed him, but I pre- 
tended not to. I could feel his eyes on 
me as Mr. Williams took me behind the 
soda counter and showed me what was 
what. 

Mr. Williams introduced us good hu- 


moredly as he left the counter and went 
to unlock the front door for the day’s 
business. 

“Miss Lowery, that young man eye. 
balling you from the cigar counter js 
also a university student, Mr. J.R. 
Brown. He is diligently studying phar. 
macy in the hope that some day he will 
be able to have a soda fountain and hire 
a pretty girl. J.R., this is Miss Lowery, 
She is at the university and under the 
protection of my beetle-browed dean of 
a sister; so beware.” 

J.R. Brown smiled and I smiled, and 
that is all there was to it until the after. 
noon lull when he came over for a sand- 
wich. There was nothing outstanding 
about his looks. He was not very tall, 
but his shoulders were broad and he had 
soft brown eyes. We chatted while he 
ate. The initials, J.R., were all the first 
name he had. 

“My Grandpop got tired of white folk 
going around calling by his first name 
without being properly introduced,” he 
explained. 

It took longer than I expected, a whole 
week, for J.R. to ask me to go out with 
him. When I agreed right off, it wasn’t 
because of any fluttering heart. J.R. had 
a good future, Negro pharmacists are in 
demand. And he appeared to be any- 
thing but the flighty type. My plans 
called for just such a man for a husband. 
He seemed a likely candidate. 

He took me to a movie and afterwards 
we walked back to the dorm, because it 
would take longer and we could talk. | 
learned that J.R. was from a little town 
in Alabama that sounded a good deal 
like Quick Creek. He said that he in- 
tended to go back there when he grad- 
uated and convert his father’s little va- 
riety store into a drugstore. 

Immediately I told him that I hated 
the South and had no intention of re- 
turning there. I said that I couldn’t un- 
derstand how anyone could think of 
throwing away an education and a 
chance to be somebody by going back. 

He looked at me curiously, but he 
didn’t say anymore about it. When we 
got to the dorm, we stopped just inside 
the entrance where we were out of sight. 
I stood real close to him. 

“TI hope you’re not angry with me for 
what I said about the South,” I said. 

“No,” he said quickly. “You might be 
right. I just never thought about it like 
that.” 

I smiled up at him and squeezed his 
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hand. Then I kissed him quickly on the 
cheek. It caught him by surprise. 

“Hey,” he exclaimed and pulled me to 
him, his lips seeking mine. I let him kiss 
me, but only briefly before pushing him 
away. I made my eyes wide and round, 
and sighed deeply. 

“You'd better go now,” I said. 

“Yeh,” he said. 

He went down the path from the dorm 


When Clint kissed me, he 





obviously surprised and happy at the 
sudden turn of events. 


ROM THEN ON I really worked on 
him. We dated almost every night. | 
let him kiss me as often as he wanted— 
getting himself steamed up—and then 
I'd push him away. 

Each time I’d explain to him carcfully 
that I liked him, but I didn’t want any- 
thing to happen that might hurt our col- 
lege careers. He was always understand- 
ing and never suspected that I was lead- 
ing him on. 

By the time the Fall semester began, 
we were semi-officially engaged. At 
Christmas he tried to give me a ring, but 
I refused it, saying that I could not 
marry him, although I wanted to, be- 
cause he was returning to his home and 
I never intended to live anywhere in the 
South. 

This seemed to hurt him terribly and 
for several days he didn’t see me or even 
call. | began to worry that I had over- 





did a much more profes- 
sional job of it than J. R. did. 
Still, I thought I could handle 


him. It was fun to play with fire 


played my hand. But finally he came to 
me and said that he had decided that | 
was right and that he had decided to stay 
in the North. Then I accepted his ring. 

I was well pleased with myself. I felt 
that the consummation of my plans was 
only a matter of time. All I needed was 
patience. I worked hard at my studies 
and dated J.R. only on weekends. 

Things got better and better for me. 
In my third year I won a full scholar- 
ship and got a part-time job in the uni- 
versity library. J.R. had gotten used to 
the idea of not returning to Alabama. 
He even began writing letters to phar- 
maceutical companies and drugstore 
chains about employment after his grad- 
uation. 

With my campus job and scholarship 
I was able to take care of practically all 
my school bills. This meant that the 
balance of the money from my college 
endowment could be spent any way I 
chose. I began to buy expensive clothes 
and accessories. In my senior year I was 


one of the best-dressed coeds on the 


campus. 

My acne had disappeared completely 
and I had put on weight where it was 
needed. In the words of the college boys, 
I was a “real gone chick.” 

In a little more than three years my 
entire life had changed. I had clothes, 
spending money and I was attractive. 
Male students on the campus began to 
notice me. I wore J.R.’s ring with pride 
and I was faithful to him, and to my 
plans for the future. Many of the fel- 
lows were handsomer than he, but none 
seemed as safe a bet for the future. And, 
I may as well confess, I was fond of J.R. 

Oh, he didn’t set my soul on fire, but 
somehow in his own way, he seemed to 
be right for me. I felt perfectly at ease 
with him. I knew him like a book. It 
was easy to please him, and fun, too. 
And he adored me—anything I wanted 
to do was all right with him. He was so 
smitten with me that it was impossible 
for him to say (Continued on Page 70) 
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GIVES "SUPER" RELIEF 
FROM ALL THOSE MISERIES 
OF "HARD-TO-STOP’ COLDS 





_. FIGHTS ALL COLDS 
SYMPTOMS AT ONE TIME... 
iM LESS TIME? ITS THE 
PROVEN COLDS MEDICINE 





DOES MORE TO STOP 
COLDS MISERIES BECAUSE 
IT HAS MORE! 

YOU CAN RELY ON 666 
LIQUID OR TABLETS 
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$502° to $250S° 
LUCKY HEART COSMETICS 


Sure you want extras! Everyone does! Of course, it 
takes money to get the extra things we all want, and 


that’s where Lucky Heart tics come in. You can 
get the money you need, by showing, demonstrating 
and selling exclusive quality, nationally advertised 
Lucky Heart Cosmetics to your friends, neighbors, and 
relatives. We show you how, send you everything you 
need to get your start making Big money for the ex- 
tras you want. You'll offer fine perfumes, beauty aids, 
hair care products...all so beautifully packaged they 
sell on sight. Your customers will be so pleased with 
Lucky Heart Cosmetics, they will often call and give 
you more orders—and every order means more money 
in your pocket! NO EXPERIENCE NEEDED. Men 
or Women of any age spending full or spare time,can 
quickly make the money they need for the extras that 


mean Good Living. So start making BIG money NOW! 
Send coupon below for full details and 


FREE DisPLAay CASE OFFER 


With fine selection of full-size, beau- 
tifully packaged 


Pee 
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| Please rush me full details on making Big | 
for the extras I want. Send me FREE Dispier C Case Offer 

right away ! 
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By Jane Walters 


tne TABLE TACTICS of many teen- 

agers would embarrass even the most 
rugged caveman of a million years ago. 
Prehistoric man had an excuse: he did 
what came naturally. But today’s young- 
sters have inherited many social laws, 
commonly known as etiquette, and don’t 
have to rely on instinct. 

Good table manners should not be 
stuffy or too restricted. A mark of dis- 
tinction is the smoothness and coolness 
with which you dine. Learn a few rules 
and you'll quickly manage the workaday 
details in any situation. 

When dating at a restaurant, the boy 
checks the coats if they have this facility. 
The girl walks ahead or in front of the 
boy to meet the advancing head waiter. 
In ultra-swank places you often have to 
wait in line until he is free. He inquires 
about the size of your party, then quickly 
locates a free table (we hope!) and holds 
out the girl’s chair. The boy remains 
standing until she is seated. However, if 
there is no headwaiter, you'll have to find 
your own table, and the boy pulls out the 
choice chair for the girl. 

Ordering dinner is not difficult. The 
girl makes her choice and tells her date 
who passes it along with his to the 
waiter. The mystery of the menu’s 4 la 
carte (a is pronounced “ah”) and table 
d’héte (tah-ble dote) is simple. Each dish 
has a separate price on the a la carte 
section and you pay the sum of these 


| prices. The table d’héte part will be a 
| grouping of courses with a set price for 
| the whole dinner. 


Girls, park your bag and gloves in 
your lap, or on the floor or perhaps 
clipped to the table edge with a gay port- 


| able hook. If you’re dancing you may 


| bury the bag temporarily in your napkin 
| on the table. 


The napkin is unfolded without a 


| flourish, half unfolded if it’s dinner size, 


and spread in your lap. The time to be 
gin eating is when you're both served, 
The girl gives the signal to start when 
she picks up her fork. 

Elbows look nicest in a natural posi- 
tion, not too far out or in. The over- 
elegance of holding glasses, cups and 
silver with the little finger extended is 
one way to spot a phony. 

The problem of working your way 
through an impressive rank of silver is 
solved if you move from the outside in 
toward your plate on either side. When 
you're through eating place silver to- 
gether in the center of the plate where it 
won't fall off. Never at any point prop 
silver between dinner plate and table. If 
in doubt, and you’re dining with a group, 
watch the hostess. 

Soup should be eaten quietly; 
slurping, please! The soup is spooned 
away from you. It is permissible to 
break crackers in your bowl. 

Picking up meat bones out in public 
is out. Reserve this informality for pic- 
nics and refrigerator raids, or home 
meals if it’s a family custom. 

Your bread and butter plate is the one 
above to the left of your forks. Break 
bread or roll into small pieces and butter 
each piece as it is eaten with your butter 
knife. 

If the meal features sandwiches they 
should be eaten with the hands. Hot 
sandwiches are tackled with knife and 
fork. 

After coffee and while the boy is pay- 
the check, plus a 20% tip, girls are al- 
lowed a bit of primping. Hair has to 
stay as is; no combing where food is 
served. A hasty dash to the powder room 
is okay. When the check has been paid, 
the girl precedes her date to the door, 
waits until he helps her with her coat, 
then departs. 

Easy, wasn’t it? 
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YOUR CHILD AND 
THE COMMON COLD 


By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor In Pediatrics, 


Northwestern University 


URING THE winter months, a wise 
mother never neglects the first sign 
of her child’s “common cold.” Many 
mothers, however, have a tendency to un- 


| 


derestimate the effects and complications | 


of these colds. Recently, such a mother | 


and her seven-year-old son came to visit 
me in my office. 

“Donnie has had this sore throat for 
nearly three weeks, Doctor,” Mrs. 
Thompkins said anxiously. “It doesn’t 
seem to be getting any better.” 

After I examined little Donnie, my 
first suspicions were confirmed. 

“Donnie has streptococcus infection,” 
I told his mother, “but he’s going to be 
all right.” 

“Is it serious, Doctor?” she asked. 

“Only because of what might happen 
if it is not treated immediately,” I reas- 


sured her. “I’m glad you came to me | 


when you did.” 

A sore throat caused by streptococci 
germs is often the first warning of rheu- 
matic fever, the worst childhood disease 
we have, even worse than polio. Once a 
child gets it, there is no sure way to pre- 


vent possible heart damage. But fortu- | 


nately, if mothers report to their doctors 


as soon as the child complains of a sore 
throat, it can be treated with penicillin. 
Many mothers treat the child at home 


with salt water gargles, aspirin, and rest 


but unfortunately, the sore throat may be 
cured before the strep germs are out of 
the system. As long as these germs re- 
main in the body, there is the danger of 
rheumatic fever. But the only way to 
detect the streptococci is by a micro- 
scopic examination. That is why a doc- 
tor’s consultation is important. 
Aftermaths of the common cold in- 


clude not only rheumatic fever but pneu- | 


monia, rheumatism and influenza. Since 


the symptoms of all of these are almost | 


identical to the common cold, it is im- 
portant to never consider any condition 
in the upper respiratory system ordi- 
nary. It may (Continued on Page 82 } 


Hints collected by MRS. DAN GERBER, mother of 5 


BRINGING UP BABY 


ane 


=) Thought for the New Year 


Even though New Year’s 
Resolutions have a way of 
~*~ getting broken, | think per- 

—< — haps we're all a bit better 
for having made them. A mother I know re- 
solves to curb her quick temper this way: 








4 Variations on a Basic Theme 


All through the early years, one of baby’s 
basic foods is cereal. And to keep cereal 
popular with the crib and bib set, variety 
is highly desirable. Gerber Cereal Quads — 
a handy 4-in-1 package of Rice, Barley, 
Oatmeal and Cereal Food (a mixed cereal) 
— provide 4 good-tasting ways to keep baby 
interested in this important food. All four 
have mild, but distinctive flavors. When 
mixed with milk or formula they have the 
creamy -smooth texture that feels good on 
baby’s tongue, is easy to swallow, too. As 
for food value, the cereals are enriched with 
iron, calcium and important B-vitamins. 


More variations: to increase cereal appeal, 
fold in a few spoonfuls of any Gerber Strained 
Fruit or creamy Strained Egg Yolks. 


Stainless Story 


One mother’s solution for removing 3 kinds 
of stains common to 
baby’s clothes. 


¢ Fish oil stains. 
Before laundering 
garment, sprinkle spot 
with baby powder and 
rub well. Removes 
both odor and dis- 
coloration. 





¢ Fruit stains. While stain is still fresh, 
stretch garment (except woolens) over a 
bowl. Rub stain with baking soda. Pour 
boiling water over spot. Launder as usual. 


* Protein food stains. Meat, egg and milk 
stains come out more easily if you soak gar- 
ment in cold water before sudsing. Hot water 
used first will set stain. 


“Whenever | find myself getting unreason- 

ably cross from an overdose of baby care, 

I’m going to try to remember this bit of verse: 
‘If love be a very shining thing, 

I think my love needs polishing.’ 

And a Happy New Year to you and yours! 





Good Arrangement for a Rainy Day 


Plastic baby-clothes hangers make dandy 
drying racks for baby’s togs on rainy days. 
Hang undershirts, wrappers, dresses on ‘em - 
then place hangers on shower curtain rod. 
Tub will catch driplets — clothes will come 
out almost wrinkle-free. 


Menu of the Month 

Gerber Strained Beef Mock Poached Egg* 
Gerber Fruit Dessert** 

*Form fluffy mashed potatoes into a small 


mound. Place 3 tablespoons of Gerber 
Strained Carrots in 


o” 54ot3< 
. 
2 «@@ the center of mound 





for an eye and taste 
appealing lunch or 
supper dish. Gerber 
Strained Carrots are 
; notable for a smoothly 
pureed texture, appe- 
—* tizing color and true 
carrot flavor—besides being rich in vitamin-A 
value. 


**Gerber Strained Fruit Dessert is a winning 
combination of plump juicy apricots, deli- 
cious orange juice and mellow pineapple 
juice — happily teamed with just a touch of 
tapioca for just about the nicest taste and 
texture ever. 


Babies are our business .. . 
our only business! 


Gerber. 


SASeryr H-—OCOSsS 
FREMONT. MICHIGAN 


OVER 70 STRAINED AND 
INCLUDING MEATS 
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JUNIOR FOODS. 
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Beauty winners have 
lovely complexions. 
# You can, too! Use fa- 
mous Black and White 
Bleaching Cream as 
directed and watch 
your dull, dark, drab- 
looking skin take on a 
lighter, brighter, softer, 
smoother look. Its 
bleaching action works 
effectively inside your 
skin. Modern science 
knows of no faster way 
of lightening skin. 


Get Black 
and White 
Bleaching 
Cream 
at all drug 
counters 
43¢, 65¢ 


Vee <-> 
Te exces 


BLEACHING CREAM 





The soothing, 
refreshing skin con- 
ditioner that pene- 
trates and brings 
relief to numbing, 
tingling muscles in 
back and legs... 
: ends the dis- 

comfort of 

/ tight, dry 








At Drug Stores Everywhere. 
THE S.$.S. COMPANY, ATLANTA, GA. 
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HE IMPORTANCE of acceptable 

public behavior, or simply good 
manners away from home, is too often 
overlooked in the complex world of 
social rules. However, no matter what 
your job or social position, you have a 
public. And like any celebrity, you have 
an obligation to this public, one which 
pays dividends once you are known as 
a gracious, charming person who is com- 
fortable and self-confident in any situa- 
tion. 

Unfortunately, many women fail to 
realize that good manners, like any other 
beauty grooming, must be constantly 
practiced for polished perfection. To be 
a gracious hostess and warm friend 
within one circle is usually easier than 
being considerate and tactful among 
strangers in public. Both types of be- 
havior are self-portraits, nevertheless, 
and one who is rude and offensive in 
public often forgets and repeats these 
ungracious actions. 

But once observed, the rules of good 
public behavior are easy to understand. 
Based on the “do unto others” philos- 
ophy, our manners away from home 
should reflect consideration, respect and 
a little common sense. Social skills are 
the yardstick with which we measure 
others and by which we ourselves are 
measured. You'll have a happier, bright- 
er new year by remembering etiquette 
(an old-fashioned definition for the use 
and practice of good manners), like a 
friendly smile, can be your personal pass- 
port to success. 


IN THE STREET: The basic thing to 
remember about any kind of public be- 
havior is to avoid doing anything which 
makes you conspicuous. Smoking (for 
women) talking too loudly or excessive, 
unrestrained laughter are always in poor 
taste. To stare or bump into people with- 
out an apology is rude. Noisy airing 


of your private affairs and feelings, in- 
cluding name-dropping, is to be avoided. 
Although you may feel anonymous, 
someone may be within hearing distance 
who knows the persons or incidents 
which you describe. Meeting a friend 
unexpectedly is always pleasant, but step 
out of the way of sidewalk traffic if you 
wish to chat. Unless it is someone you 
seldom see, a brief “hello” is all that 
is required. 


PUBLIC TRANSPORTATION: 
Packages, umbrellas and children should 
be kept out of the aisles in buses and 
streetcars. Avoid, as much as possible, 
jostling others and remember that loud, 
detailed gossip can be easily overheard. 


IN CHURCH: Religious devotion gov- 
erns most church conduct but many care- 
less worshippers never consider the im- 
portance of proper church attire. Sub- 
dued, dark colors are always favored 
over the flashily brilliant, which indi- 
cates that the wearer lacks good taste. 
Bizarre and outsized hats should also be 
avoided. After you are seated, never 
purposely attract the attention of friends 
around you. A smile or slight nod is 
enough to acknowledge the presence of 
those nearby. Save the conversation (be- 
fore or after church) until you reach the 
vestibule. 


DRESSING FOR YOUR PUBLIC: 
Neat, well-fitting clothing is best. Gloves 
should also be worn on the street, as well 
as in church, to protect the hands against 
dirt and roughening weather. They are 
kept on during introductions and re 
moved only when eating or, because they 
soil easily, when handling merchandise 
in department stores. Plain white, navy 
or black gloves are preferred, although 
colorful knit styles may be worn during 
the winter. Hats, once a necessity, are 
now optional, except in church. 
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NEW YEAR'S. ENTERTAINING 


T’S TIME FOR New Year’s entertaining again, and once more we will 
make bright and shining promises as the bells toll. But in many 
instances, they are forgotten as the days pass. Set a new precedent this 
year and start off with a gay New Year’s brunch, a new gown and 
a new outlook on life. 
TAN’s Home Service Department wishes you luck and hopes you 
will enjoy the ideas we bring you each month. HAPPY NEW YEAR! 
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| ;,OR “AT HOME” entertaining the 


tion, treat your guests to a simple, hearty 
brunch featuring rich, homemade quick 
breads. Last night’s bubbling cham- 
pagne will be forgotten in the job of 
biting into a soft, delicate sweet roll, or 
smelling the tantalizing aroma of a pip- 
ng hot waffle. 

It may sound like a lot of work, but 
as usual, with a streamlined set of flex- 






Cinnamon Pinwheels 
From a basic sweet dough recipe rich in 
eggs, butter and sugar, all kinds of fancy 
weet rolls may be created. Delicate cin- 
namon pinwheels are only one of the many 
ways of shaping the dough. These delica- 
ies are greatly enriched with chopped 
nuts, preserves and raisins and currants. 
Free recipe available on written request. 









Fancy Waffie Sandwiches 
Beat together 3 eggs, 1 cups buttermilk 
r sour milk and 1 tsp. soda. Add 134 cups 
sifted flour, 2 tsp. baking soda, 2 tsp. salt 
md Y cup soft shortening. Beat until 
smooth. The batter will be thin. Bake in 

hot waffle iron. When cooked remove 
from iron, spread with a rich cream cheese 
filling, fold over and serve immediately. 


morning after a New Year’s celebra- 





ible rules, a mouth-watering batch of hot 
breads can be turned out with ease. It’s 
all in knowing a few important time- 
saving tricks. 

Accompany these delicacies with your 
favorite brunch fare. Scrambled eggs, 
crisp Canadian bacon and sausages, and 
most important of all, cups and cups of 
steaming hot coffee. For the children, 
serve hot chocolate with marshmallow 
sauce. Keep the menu simple. 













UUICK BREADS FOR NEW YEAR'S 


Fancy loaf breads, chock full of nuts 
and fruit, can be baked in advance and 
served sliced and brushed with melted 
butter, or toasted and sprinkled with a 
bit of powdered sugar for something 
really special. 

The warm fragrance of homemade 
breads will long be remembered as the 
highlight of any holiday brunch, and 
the small amount of extra effort will 
be well rewarded. 
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BRUNCHES 


Figure 8’s 
Sweet dough takes the shape of figure 8's, 
glazed with a sugar icing and topped with 
currants. Figure 8s are made by rolling 
out a strip of dough about 14-inch wide 
and 6 inches long. The dough is stretched 
slightly until both ends meet when brought 
together to form a figure 8, then baked on a 
greased baking sheet. Write for recipe. 
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Raisin Oatmeal Bread 
Stir 1 tbsp. vinegar into 1 cup evaporated 
milk and pour over 1 cup uncooked oats. 
Beat 1 egg, add 2 cup brown sugar and 
beat until fluffy, then add oat mixture. Sift 
1 cup flour, Y% tsp. salt, Y2 tsp. soda, 2 
tsp. baking powder together, add to oat 
mixture. Add 1 cup raisins and 2 tbsps. 
melted shortening. Bake for 1 hour in 
greased, paper-lined loaf pan in 350°F oven. 


Pineapple Bran Loaves 
Soak 1 cup 100% Bran in 1 cup milk 5 
minutes. Cream together 2 tbsps. shorten- 
ing, 14 cup sugar; add | beaten egg, beat 
smooth. Add to bran mixture. Sift to- 
gether 1 cup flour, 3 tsps. baking powder, 
14 tsp. salt, 4 tsp. mace. Add to bran mix- 
ture, blend well. Fold in Y2 cup drained, 
finely-cut pineapple. Bake in greased min- 
iature loaf pans at 400°F 30-40 minutes. 
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DRESS UP FOR 
THE NEW YEAR 


HE SMART hostess will en- 
tertain the New Year’s Eve 
party crowd with pleasure, 
knowing that she is looking her 
holiday best in a chic after-five 






Gold lame draped sheath, with 
large bow in back at hipline. 
By Ce Bon. Jewelry by Coro. 






party frock. This season’s em- 


at reg phasis on the slim-line silhou- . 
, ette has helped milady achieve a 
a this “fashion plate” look with 


er minimum fret and bother. Be- 
witchingly beautiful in exciting 
metallic fabrics or exquisite 
lace, each creation has an ex- 
otic look all its own to set the 
mood for an enchanted evening. 


















Dress of Copen lace over taf- 
feta has dipping hemline, 
sequin clusters on skirt, 
bodice. By Norman Modes. 
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Black and silver lame sheath 
has high front neckline, low 
back. By Ce Bon. Gloves by 
Perello and shoes by Capezio. 


Sophisticated blue and gold 
lurex halter sheath dress flat- 
ters figure and has matching 
gauntlet gloves. By Ce Bon. 











What 74 Little Soap 
peud Water Cau Do 


For Seauty 


, FTER AN ENERGETIC DAY of cleaning and cooking, or a busy day in your 
. »sen career, you'll want to be your loveliest, freshest self to greet that man 
ir life for a date, or for a relaxing evening at home. This calls for a soak 
tub of tepid suds, and you may even take this time to brush your hair that §&@ 
erbial “one hundred strokes.” After a good soak and scrubbing, dry yourself When shampooing ae hair, scrub the re 
pat on scented dusting powder. Both you and your disposition will feel better. [ine with a well-lathered shampoo brush to 
remove all perspiration, cosmetic traces. 


a 


» at 





To shave the legs, first lather legs with lots 
of suds. Then shave gently, rinse well 
under faucet, and pat dry with a towel. 


Chapped elbows are a wintertime problem. 
Scrub elbows with lather and brush. Rinse 
well, dry and massage with hand cream. 


‘ig 


Carefully plucked eyebrows shoul 
weekly grooming habit. Rub thick suds 
over eyebrows minutes before plucking. 
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HELP YOUR HEART FUND 


HELP YOUR HEART 
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Auto Seat Covers 
$998... 


or C.0.D) 






© EASY TO 
INSTALL 


© DURABLE, 
WATERPROOF 


SS Made of Flexton — service 
gauge plastic for long wear, 
they'll dress up your car's interior and 
give long-lasting protection to your seat upholstery. 
Whisk dirt off with a damp cloth. Available in revers- 
ible R&S TeR Trios ue or Cy ri ae er | 
CTT) Only 
solid. ‘set $5.00. Add 25¢ postage or send 


COD. MEPERYTENT Naar eae ki: 


CRYDER SALES 


Dept. TY-30 WHITESTONE 57, N.Y. 



























Was CLEOPATRA Right? 


1 

im vated all the great men 
t. These women 
knew the art of using 
perfume to capture the hearts of men. YOU TOO can 
enjoy life if you are loved. . yourself all the help 
you need by using the RIGHT 
DESIRE, the perfume L.-J the BREATH of th 
that lasts and lasts. U DON’T RISK A PENNY. 
You must be fully deughted oe DESIRE or we will 
return EVERY PENNY T' 
$2.00 with order ($2. os Cc oD 

ROMANY PERFUMES 

DEPT. 412-D, sox 388, FARMINGDALE, N.Y. 








FOR ENTERTAINMENT ONLY 












SPECIAL DICE -GUARANTEED QUALITY 
MISSOUTS, Fast working Flats .. 
PASSERS, Stronger Than Ever... | 
TOPS & BOTTOMS, Even Points. . | 
TOPS, Ali Points (4 to 11) .... j 
DOOR POPS, 7 or 11 Every Roll . 
FAIR DICE TO MATCH....... 
FULL SET, Six Above Pairs, $5.00 
Order now. $1 deposit required, Balance C.O.D. 
or enclose cash and we pay the postage. 
Send for FREE — New, Handy POCKET BLUE BOOK 


NATIONAL GAME SUPPLY 
P.0. BOX 354 + NEWPORT BEACH, CALIFORNIA 
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DEARLY 


ELV ED 


A Forum On 
Marriage Problems 


By Frances Jackson 


EAR MRS. JACKSON: 

When I was three months old | 
was adopted from the Rosaburn hospital 
in Lincoln, Nebraska. The family then 
moved to Omaha where I had a fair 
childhood and was married at the age 
of 15. My husband was 18 at the time, 
but through “thick and thin” we are still 
together. One problem that is bothering 
me is that he is too free-hearted and his 
brothers and sisters impose on him. If I 
say anything, he says it is none of my 
business. Although I have worked most 
of our 1314 years of married life I get 
no credit. I now know who my mother 
and grandmother are, and though I don’t 
want to cause them any embarrassment, 
I have a warm feeling for them. This 
is my second problem: ‘We have a new 
home, car and furniture and live in a 
very nice mixed neighborhood, but I’m 
still very sad. Please help me. Sincerely, 

D. M. 
Dear D. M.: 

Since you have lived with 
your first problem (the over- 
generosity of your husband ) 
for 13 years and have taken it 
on the chin, I see no reason 
why you can’t continue to ac- 
cept that as part of his per- 
sonality. If it is bothering you 
to such a marked degree then 
explain (again) to him how 
you feel and make it clear that 
possibly without your able as- 
sistance he couldn’t have man- 
aged so well. Your other 
problem is related to the first 
and might be a method of 
“catching back.” 





However, if you are sincere- 
ly interested in helping your 
mother and grandmother and 
have reason to believe this 
might cause them embarrass- 
ment, I suggest that you con- 
tact them first by mail. Leave 
it up to them and if they wish 
to recognize you, as I hope 
they will, it would then be all 
right to pay them a visit. Don’t 
be foolish enough to bombard 
them with gifts in an uncon- 
scious effort to get even with 
your husband and his “spong- 
ing” relatives. 

Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

When I married I was expecting an- 
other man’s child, but my husband was 
aware of this and promised on his honor 
never to reveal my secret. When my son 
was born, my husband was in the service 
and he pretended to love him until he 
was home and faced with the responsi- 
bility of a family. It soon became a dif- 
ferent story and he angrily reminded me 
of my past. Eventually he began to drink 
and stopped supporting us, so I took him 
to court. And there he told the truth 
in front of all my friends. The judge 
told me to let him go. He left but still 
doesn’t support us. Whenever I ask for 
money he reminds me that the baby is 
not his. Mrs. Jackson, he has hurt me 
more than I’ve ever been hurt in my life. 
At 16, it is not easy to accept. When I 
look at my little boy, who doesn’t under- 
stand. this abuse, I feel like taking my 
life. But I have to live for him. I’m not 
writing this letter for advice, but only 
to get my troubles off my chest and warn 
other young girls not to make the same 
mistake. I wonder if I'll ever get over 
this and live it down? 

Eartha Williams 

Dear Eartha: 

Young people are surpris- 
ingly resilient and with the 
passage of time your wounds 
will heal. Legally, your hus- 
band can be made to support 
his wife, so take your case to 
family court again. Don’t let 
your problems weigh too heav- 
ily upon your young shoul- 
ders. All human beings make 
mistakes. You’ll have to think 
in terms of the future and let 
the past take care of itself. 

Dear Mrs. Jackson: 
I have not been married a full year but 
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re- already my husband has done things | 


yur J dont like and he has beaten me twice, | TAU AETV MOTUS 


ind | have a son by a former marriage and | 
his he is not like a father to my child. I told | 
iSs- him I didn’t love him and wanted a di- | 
Dn- vorce. My lawyer told me I can’t get one | 
ive until after I’ve been married or sep- 
ish arated a year. I don’t mind living with 

ype my husband but I won’t have anything to | 
all do with him. I’ve talked to a man I had | 
n’t gone with before marriage and told him | 
rd some of my troubles. He is a widower and | 
pn- has a nine-year-old son. I care a great | 
ith deal for him and he cares for me. He | 
ig- says if I’m divorced he will marry me. | 


| plan to leave my husband now. Shall 
I live with the man until I get a divorce? 
He cares for my son very much. 


g an- 
| was G.M.K. 
y son What man is going to pay 
rvice for something when it’s offered 





ilhe | to him free? With only a few 
onsi- vague promises here and now 


dif. | he might not ever marry you. ...80 to be satisfied most... 








d me “Heavy rooming” is not ac- 
lrink ceptable even in today’s mod- 
him | ersocity. By allmens wait | QlWayS get Brands that have 
‘ruth until your divorce is final and 
udge the next marriage license is ” 
sit | safe im hand before you isk (1. @ Name for themselves 
: for of living with another man. a 
ry is Dear Mrs. Jackson: 
- me I am very much in love with my wife, _—_ it’s 10 heads or 2 to feed, clothe, shelter, transport or 
life. but she doesn’t care for me as a husband. whatever ... make every dollar buy you satisfaction—buy brands of 
a I Immediately following our marriage I quality. To help you do that, advertisers in this magazine are good 
a — we ey reading Saat ines names to know. They’re proud of their brands—’cause they satisfy so. 

my became a minister. I have been back 
not eight months and she has not been to — 
only church once. I am licensed and an assist- FOUR WAYS BRAND NAMES SATISFY YOU MOST 
am ant aed = a — pers shall I do | 1], BUY WITH TRUST! Spend confidently on known quality. Brand Names 
ame .. . Keep her or let her go! 
ver Mr. AM. wear best, work best, taste best, are best. 

Dear Mr. A.M. 
we ON It seems perfectly clear at 2. SHOP WITH EASE! Spend efficiently on proved value. Brand Names 

this point that your wife is in- save time “puzzling” over labels, models, prices, etc. 

terested in neither you nor 

your noble profession. But 3. ENJOY MORE CHOICE! Spend shrewdly among widest selections. 

| as a clergyman, I think you Brand Names offer the most in sizes, types, colors, flavors, etc. 

should make every effort to 

keep your marriage intact. 4, GET THE "LATEST"! Spend smartly on up-to-date products. 


Talk the whole matter over 
with her frankly. Tell her that 
you love her and want her to 
share your life. If she refuses, 
there may be nothing left for 
you but the divorce courts. In 
that event, it would be better 
to get it over with early in your 
ministerial career when the BRAND NAMES FOUNDATION, INC. 437 FitH AVE. - NEW YORK 16, N.Y 


ut damage will be less. 
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Brand Names keep improving, modernizing, introducing new things. 





MANUFACTURER 























A complexion he'll 





love to remember 


.»- 50 CLEAR AND BRIGHT AND KISSABLE 


hen he goes away, will he dream 

of your lovely complexion .. . 
honey-smooth, crystal-clear and 
caressable? Then be sure you keep 
it that way with NADINOLA Bleach- 
ing Cream. 


Nothing—no nothing—will im- 
prove your complexion in so many 
different ways as NADINOLA. 


Is your skin dark and dull? 
NADINOLA will lighten and brighten 
it. Are you embarrassed by oily 
shine, enlarged pores and black- 
heads? Some creams try to cover 
up these complexion faults. But 
NADINOLA works within the skin to 
help correct them. 


FOR OILY SKIN 
Nadinola Deluxe 
Bleaching Cream is non- 
oily, greaseless. Lightens 
skin and lessens shine— 
75¢ and $1.25 





FOR DRY SKIN 

The original, ever-famous 
Nadinola Bleaching Cream is 
enriched with fine cosmetic oils 
to relieve dryness—75c and $1.25 





Perhaps your complexion has be- 
come sort of tired and old looking. 
NADINOLA will give it new freshness, 
make it look years younger. And 
many women buy NADINOLA just 
for their hands—to fade those ugly, 
freckled brown spots which spoil 
their beauty. 


NADINOLA works so fast that these 
wonderful results are guaranteed 
from just one treatment-size jar! 


So get NapINoLaA right away at 
your favorite cosmetics counter. 
There are two kinds—one for oily 
skin, one for dry skin—both guar- 
anteed to satisfy you or your money 
back. NADINOLA, Paris, Tenn. 


NADINOLA 


BLEACHING CREAM 


Just one jar of Nadinola 
will make your complexion 
lighter, brighter and lovelier. 


Rock ’N Roll Lover 
(Continued from Page 33) 


days. This theater date we had snagged 
was our biggest break yet, outside of a 
tremendously big hit record. 

I heard Danny walking away. I knew 
he was sore because I hadn’t let him in, 
For two days he’d been asking me what 
was the matter and I'd been shrugging 
him off. I got dressed fast and joined the 
boys in the wings. They were looking at 
me accusingly. As leader and the fea- 
tured tenor of the group, I was breaking 
my own rules. The boys knew that | 
would have fined any one of them who 
just made it under the wire for the cur- 
tain like I was doing. 

It was the opening day of the show at 
the New York theater and I was scared, 
To me, the rehearsals hadn’t come off 
satisfactorily and I really thought we 
sluffed off the job out there. But the 
crowd went wild and we couldn’t get off 
stage without three calls and a big wave 
of music from the orchestra to cover up 
our final exit. 

“Let’s get some lunch, Chuck,” Danny 
suggested as we made our way back to 
the dressing rooms. 

“T’ll take a rain check, kid,” I told him. 
I went into my room, pulled off my per- 
spiration-soaked shirt and lay down on the 
hard little cot. I didn’t want any lunch. 
I wanted to think about Marion getting 
married in a month. I wanted to lie there 
and hurt myself thinking about how I'd 
thrown away my big chance for happiness. 
Yeah, I had a couple of trunks full of 
sharp clothes, a big shiny Caddy—almost 
paid for—money in the bank and the 
pride of knowing I was giving my par- 
ents things they had never enjoyed before. 
My name and picture were in the news- 
papers and trade magazines. I was a 
celebrity, and I could probably take my 
pick of hundreds of squealing chicks who 
would be thrilled to date me. But all I 
wanted was Marion. I wanted to find some 
miracle to roll back the years—just a 
couple—back to where I had some good 
sense and knew when I was well off. 

Sometimes, when I think about how 
Marion and I got to be sweethearts, it 
makes me a little ashamed. Traditionally, 
men are supposed to be the ones who pro- 
tect women. But the first day Marion 
came into my life, it was to protect me. 

When I was a real small kid living with 
my folk in North Carolina, I had none of 
the rough-and-ready abilities like other 
kids I knew. I always got licked in fights, 
made a fool of myself playing ball, and 





generally proved to be a dud as “one of the 
gang.” The fellows just let me tag along 
and, while they didn’t give me a hard time, 
I never felt that I was really accepted. 
But I had one advantage which saved 
my boyish ego from wilting altogether: 





one of those rich, clear natural voices 
which makes the most ordinary songs 
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sound eloquent. My folk discovered very 
early that I had such a gift, and decided 
to do something with it. Mother raved 
that I sang “like a little angel” and Dad, 
in his gruff way, was terribly proud when 
| performed for company. The family 
pride virtually reached the bursting point 
when I became the youngest member of 
the junior choir at our church. I was the 
favorite of all the old sisters, who patted 
me on the head and slipped me pennies on 
Sunday. Maybe I couldn’t be the big 
shot of the gang, but I could do something 
worthwhile. 

When Dad got an invitation from his 
older brother to come to Detroit where 
jobs were available in an auto plant, the 
family gleefully moved North. I was six- 
teen then and still giving full vent to my 
singing ability whenever and wherever the 
opportunity arose. When I enrolled in the 
high school in the neighborhood of our 
new Detroit home, I couldn’t wait to sign 
up for the school Glee Club. I was cer- 
tain that my high, pure tenor—almost still 
boy soprano—would get me some atten- 
tion. 

It did, only it was the kind of attention 
I hadn’t bargained for. It was brought on, 
I suppose, by the jealousy of some of the 
other fellows in the Glee Club and by the 
well-intentioned but thoughtless remark of 
the director. 

For my club tryout, the instructor sug- 
gested I do Danny Boy. It was an old 
favorite of mine and I poured every bit of 
intensity that I could command into it. 
When I had finished, there was a moment 
of silence. Then the instructor, Mr. Gibbs, 
declared heartily: “Why, my boy, you’ve 
got a gorgeous instrument there. Your 
voice is beautiful—tender as a girl’s.” 

I appreciated the compliment, but I was 
terribly embarrassed by the comparison, 
especially when a titter of laughter arose 
among the other singers. Mr. Gibbs, un- 
conscious of any complications he had 
started, silenced the laughter with a frown. 

I guess some of the kids who had been 
Glee Club members one or two semesters 
resented the warm praise going to a new- 
comer. At any rate, when the meeting 
broke up and Mr. Gibbs left the room, I 
found myself surrounded by a small group 
of male tormentors. 

“You tender, tender thing you,” taunted 
a tall, unpleasant fellow mincingly. 

“And he’s pretty enough to be a girl, 
too,” chimed in another member of the 
teasing bunch. 

I choked up with shock and rage. I 
knew there was no point in trying to fight 
about it; I was certain I’d get licked and 
look more of a fool. Besides, I’d be la- 
beled a poor sport. I was trying to con- 
ceal my anger and not succeeding very 
well as my hecklers drove home more 
Poisonous comments. 

Then Marion stepped in. She was a deli- 
cately-built girl with the prettiest brown 
eyes and long, lovely hair. Her eyes were 


flashing as she walked into the middle of 
the group of teasers. 

“You fellows ought to be ashamed,” she 
blazed. “You’re just all jealous because 
Charles can out-sing all of you put to- 
gether.” 

My tormentors were amazed at the on- 
slaught and perhaps defeated by being 
faced with the truth about their motives. 

“Nuts, Marion,” the tall, unpleasant one 
said, “We’re just playing with the guy.” 

Marion tossed her head disdainfully and 
caught me by the arm. 

“If none of you have the common de- 
cency to make a new classmate feel at 
home, I have,” she snapped. “Come on, 
Charles.” 

If Marion had been any other girl in the 
Glee Club, I might have been made to feel 
more ashamed than I was. Undoubtedly, 
I’d have been taunted about having a girl 
fight my battles. But everybody respected 
Marion and everyone had been taken off- 
guard by her violent defense of me. I 
was to find out later that Marion was a 
quiet girl normally, that she was the rare 
kind of girl whose sweetness and delicate 
beauty strikes a chord of near-worship in 
the hearts of men and boys. There were 
girls in school who were more popular— 
girls everyone wanted to go with—but 
Marion was the girl everyone dreamed of 
marrying, or maybe even writing poetry 
about. 

At first, I was uncomfortable, walking 
off with Marion like that, feeling every- 
one’s eyes on me. But you couldn’t be un- 
comfortable long around Marion. She was 
like one of those young princesses you 
read about: girls of royal blood who aren’t 
just reared or brought up; they are bred, 
taught the appropriate word and gesture, 
the ideal mood for every situation. She 
made me forget my misery and_back- 
wardness as we made our way out of the 
building down to the street. She made 
me remember that I had a pet dream 
tucked away down deep inside. It was a 
dream born when we had moved to Detroit 
and when I had visualized what my life 
in high school would be like. 

“T always wanted a girl of my own, to 
walk home with, carry her books and buy 
a chocolate soda,” I told her impulsively. 
Then I wanted to die for saying such a 
fool thing. 

But Marion’s eyes, brown, grave, fine 
and clear, were on mine. 

“T hate chocolate,” she said distinctly. 
Then, magically, her eyes twinkled into 
mine. We burst into a duet of laughter, 
and that was the first of many times we 
were to laugh together. I think I grew to 
love Marion more because of her ability 
to make me laugh than for any other 
reason. 


WE FAST BECAME the ideal, story- 

book boy and girl school sweethearts. 
My folk were crazy about Marion. She 
was the daughter Mom had always wanted, 
and Dad worshipped the ground she 
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Puts You in the BIG MONEY 
Tailoring Business Quick 


MAKE 1. $30 


IN A DAY! 


If you’d like to make up to $30 
in a day, even in spare time, I’ll 
send you this amazing $10.00 
Tailoring Kit absolutely Free! 
Contains everything you need 
to start you in big-pay Made- ; 
to-Measure Tailoring Business ~s 
— over 100 Actual Fabrics, Style 
Display of smartest new Suits and L_/ FE 
Coats for men and women, at a uf 
prices—plus complete money-mak- 

ing plans and equipment. No experience 
needed—just show Kit to friends, neigh- 
bors, fellow-workers, etc., take easy fast 
orders, collect Generous Advance 
Profit. We deliver to customers. 


YOUR OWN SUITS to Wear Without ic Cost! 
Your best-selling ad is your own Made- 
to-Measure Suit ...and we'll show you 
how to get yours without paying Ic! 
Mail coupon today for Valuable Tailor- 
ing Kit and Suit Offer—all sent FREE! 


PROGRESS TAILORING CO. 


500 S. Throop St., Dept. C-364, Chicago 7, Ill. 
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500 S. Throop St., Chicago 7, Ilinols 
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ing plans and details of how 1 can get my own Suit | 
without a penny of cost. 
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walked on. As for Marion’s mother (her 
father was dead), she took to me right 
away. She was a sweet, sad-eyed woman 
whose whole world revolved around her 
daughter. You could see she’d once been 
a real beauty like Marion, and she was 
still as gracious as a duchess, even though 
she was a hard-working woman who had 
dedicated her life to giving her daughter 
everything a growing girl could want: a 
nice home, love, affection and _ under- 
standing. 

It was Marion who brought out in me a 
secret desire of which I had been almost 
ashamed. Ever since I could remember, 
I’d had a fascination for poetry books and 
writing poems. I had a strange gift for 
feeling things, like sunsets or storms or 
the beautiful disorder of the tide coming 
in on a beach. I had written many things, 
scribbled on scraps of paper or in old 
notebooks. But I had never shown them 
to anyone. They were my private hoard, 
and I was afraid that someone might 
laugh at my amateur efforts at writing. 
\ few days after I’d started becoming 
friends with Marion, I knew that I had to 
find a way to express what she meant to 
me. Night after night, for about two 
weeks, I labored, perfecting a crude but 
sincerely-felt verse about Marion and the 
way I liked her. When I was finally 
satisfied with it, it seemed to me that I 
had accomplished a major project. Still, 
I was bashful about showing it to her. 
Finally, one afternoon when I was leaving 
her at her door, I screwed up sudden 
courage and thrust a carefully-foldéed piece 
of notepaper in her hand. I had painfully 
and neatly written out the poem. On the 
top of the sheet were the words: “To 
Marion.” 

“Don’t read it until you get in the 
house,” I commanded breathlessly. Then 
I took off for home as fast as my legs 
would allow. 

After I got home I couldn’t concentrate 
on the homework which I usually did right 
after school. Suppose Marion didn’t like 
the poem? Suppose she thought it was 
silly, or that I was being too fresh? 
Desperately I wished I hadn’t done such a 
fool thing, that I had kept my stupid at- 
tempts at writing to myself. Then the 
shrillness of the telephone cut across my 
raw nerves. 

! wasn’t prepared for Marion’s voice. 

“Chuck,” she said, real low and tender. 
I froze when I heard her. 

“Is this Chuck?” she repeated. 

“Yup,” I gulped. 

“I’ve been crying, Chuck,” Marion said 
hoarsely. 

“Something wrong?” I asked anxiously. 

‘No, dear,” she told me. “Everything’s 
» right. I’ve been crying because your 
lovely poem made me cry. Nobody has 
ever given me anything so beautiful. It’s 
like a song from your heart to mine.” 

Maybe right then and there, that min- 
ute, | should have been struck dead, for 
as long as I live, I'll never again feel the 


) 


happy, filled-up feeling which swept 
through me. That second when Marion’s 
quiet, appreciative words came from the 
telephone, I was ten feet tall and walking 
on glorious clouds. I don’t even remem- 
ber the rest of the conversation, but I do 
know that it was that telephone conversa- 
tion that pledged Marion and me to each 
other—we thought then—for the rest of 
our lives. 

That night I lay awake and Marion’s 
words kept running through my brain. 
“Tt’s like a song from your heart to mine.” 
she had said. I bolted upright in bed, 
galvanized by a shock of inspiration. Why 
not a song? All the poem needed to be a 
song was music. I didn’t know how to 
write music, but I’d always known how to 
find strange, new melodies and hum them 
to myself. If only I could fit the words 
Marion loved to some music which no one 
had ever heard before. That would be a 
perfect tribute for my girl. 

I lived in another world during the next 
week or so. Anyone who observed me 
closely should have been convinced that 
I was losing my mind. I went around 
humming to myself, whispering the words 
of my poem and searching, searching for 
that elusive combination of musical 
sounds which could form the tune I had 
to discover. I finally got it one day in the 
middle of study period and I had to beg 
to be excused so I could go down to the 
deserted gymnasium and try it out loud. 
I sang it over and over again, afraid I’d 
forget it, unable to believe it sounded so 
pretty. I finally conquered it. I had writ- 
ten my first song. 

Now I had to get the notes down so it 
would be a song that people who knew 
music could read, a song that someone who 
played piano could understand. I could 
hardly wait for school to let out. I waited 
to give Marion an excuse for not being 
able to walk her home, then I rushed to 
the music department and explained my 
problem to Mr. Gibbs. I had forgotten my 
bashfulness in the joy of knowing I had 
created a song. I hummed the tune to 
the friendly music teacher and he sat 
down at the piano and did magic things 
with the keys. 

“It’s pretty,” he told me, “real pretty, 
Chuck. Of course, there are things tech- 
nically wrong with the form of the lyrics 
if you’re going to make it a real song. 
It’s got to have a channel and .. .” He 
went on, explaining mysterious things to 
me about writting a song. 

I worked with Mr. Gibbs afternoons 
after school for the next two weeks, until 
he finally told me I had a song—my very 
own song. It seemed to me the most 
beautiful piece of music ever written. I 
planned the way I would introduce it to 
Marion. I knew she was a little hurt be- 
cause I hadn’t been seeing much of her 
lately and we hadn’t been walking home 
together in the afternoons. I couldn’t ex- 
plain why until the song was finished. 


I chose the night of the Sunday School 
picnic to sing the song for her. Marion 
and I went to the same church and we 
both had a Sunday School class of smal] 
kids. We had taken them on this picnic, 
along with all the rest of the Sunday 
School group. In the early evening, we got 
a chance to wander off for a short walk by 
ourselves. 

It was a gorgeous evening in the middle 
of summer and the woods were clothed in 
green. A faint breeze stirred, and a great 
big orange moon was just getting ready 
to take over. We sprawled upon the grass 
and talked. 

“By the way, honey,” I said casually, 
“T learned a new song.” 

“How does it go?” Marion asked. We 
were always telling each other about pret- 
ty new songs we had heard. 

I took a quick look at her and began to 
sing her song. A frown of deep concen- 
tration knit her forehead as she listened to 
the first few words, then delight went 
across her face and her lips parted as if 
she were seeing a lovely sunrise. She 
didn’t speak, but just clutched my arm 
proudly as I sang. 

When I had finished, Marion sat up on 
one elbow and looked at me with a world 
of love in her eyes. 

“Chuck,” she whispered, “a girl isn’t 
supposed to say this first, but I have to. 
I love you.” 

Then her ‘cool, soft lips were down on 
mine and the sweet, warm fragrance of 
her was in my arms. Our first kiss. 

On the way home, Marion confessed that 
she thought I had stopped walking her 
home from school because she had cried 
about the poem. She had decided | 
thought she was silly. Then I confessed 
how ignorant I had been about writing 
a song and how Mr. Gibbs had struggled 
with me to teach me some of the funda- 
mentals. 

We got back to the church and turned 
the children over to their parents, then 
we went to our favorite ice cream parlor 
and became engaged over vanilla sodas. 
We were seventeen years old apiece and 
we were sitting on top of the world. 


RONICALLY ENOUGH, if it hadn't 

been for Marion’s ambitions for me, we 
might have stayed on that rosy cloud of 
love for a long, long time. As it was, our 
happiness was doomed to become over- 
shadowed by what happened—but fast— 
after I had revealed the song to Marion. 
As far as I was concerned, the song was 
important only to us. It was my tribute 
to a girl I thought was the sweetest in all 
the world, and it had served its purpose 
because it had made her happy and re- 
sulted in our pledging ourselves to each 
other. 

But Marion had other ideas, and just as 
I had been secretive about writing the 
song for her, she was secretive about her 
plans for the song and for me. I hadn't 
the slightest suspicion when she_per- 
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suaded me to get Mr. Gibbs to help me 
write the song out on regular music sheets. 
I thought she wanted to keep it for a sou- 
venir. I didn’t know that Marion’s mother 
had a friend in the song publishing and 
recording business. Marion generalled 
things so that this fellow got to see my 
song. Then she persuaded him that it 
could be a hit record, particularly if I 
sang it. After that, I was invited over for 
one of those “family” dinners which Ma- 
rion and her mother and [ had together 
occasionally. I was introduced to the 
music firm executive, only I wasn’t told 
who he was or why he was there. 

After dinner, Marion innocently sug- 
gested that I do the song for her mother’s 
guest. I got a little sore, because after all, 
the song belonged strictly to us and I 
didn’t feel like singing such a personal, 
sentimental thing before an audience, 
however small. But I did the song while 
the visitor, a Mr. Prentiss, played it on 
the piano. I was a little curious as to how 
he ran through it, picking up the tune so 
readily from the sheet music. 

Everybody applauded heartily when I 
fnished. Then Mr. Prentiss and Marion 
excused themselves to go into the next 
room for a huddle. When Marion came 
back, her face was lit up like Times 
Square at night. 

“Chuck,” she said dramatically, “you’re 
s. 99 
in. ‘ 
I stared at her stupidly. Marion’s 
mother burst out into merry laughter and 
was joined quickly in the hilarity by Ma- 
rion and Mr. Prentiss. Just as I was be- 
ginning to believe I was the only sane per- 
son in the room, Marion explained it all. 

Mr. Prentiss felt that my song and my 
rendition of it had good possibilities, she 
said. He wanted to publish the song, have 
me record it, and become my personal 
manager. He started talking so fast about 
how he would go about all this and how 
nice it would be if I could write another 
number for the flip side of the record that 
my head was spinning. 

Marion came over to me, her eyes still 
glowing with pride. “Well,” she asked, 
“how do you like my little secret?” 

“Like it,” I said, “I love it. I just can’t 
figure me being on a record though. And 
what makes you think I can just write 
songs any old time I want to?” 

“What makes me think it, darling, is 
that I know it, because I know you can 
do anything,” Marion said softly. 

I wanted to kiss her right then and 
there. Now that the first shock was over, 
I began glorying in how swell it would 
be—Chuck Ingalls, the famous recording 
artist. My folk would be proud. And I’d 
probably make a small fortune, be able to 
have a convertible and take Marion for 
long, exciting drives. Maybe even have 
enough money to get Mom and Dad some 
of the things they had always wanted. 
And the kids at school—those smart alecs 
who had laughed at me the first day; how 
would they feel having a real, live star 


in their midst? Thinking about it got 
me more excited by the minute. 

But I sobered quickly when Mr. Prentiss 
began pressing me about how soon I 
could turn out another song and remark- 
ing that the recording date ought to be 
set soon. I got panicky just thinking about 
trying to write again, and I realized I 
didn’t even know how to act in a record- 
ing studio. But Marion was so confident 
about it all and so thrilled at my oppor- 
tunity that I began to catch some of her 
assurance. Of course I could do it. Mr. 
Prentiss explained to me that it was a 
pretty good idea for the opposite sides of 
records to be somewhat different. Since 
my song about Marion was a sweet, sen- 
timental thing, I ought to try something 
bouncy, some sort of novelty tune. 

It was almost ridiculous what hap- 
pened during the next few days. I 
couldn’t think of anything else but the 
new song I was supposed to compose. I 
bought a flock of rock-and-roll novelty 
records after Mr. Gibbs explained the 
mysteries of novelty tunes to me, and 
listened to disk jockeys who specialized in 
the frantic music. I had never been in- 
terested in it before, although I knew a 
lot of the kids were crazy for it. Most of 
it seemed pretty unmusical and silly to 
me. But rock-and-roll they wanted and 
rock-and-roll I was determined they 
would get. I'll bet there’s never been a 
song writer who used the technique I did 
to create a song. 

And, in the unpredictable, crazy-quilt 
pattern of the record industry, that song 
became a best-seller. The love song I had 
written for Marion—the song that led to 
my chance to become a recording star— 
was scarcely noticed. Instead, the flip 
side, a ridiculous little ditty with a catchy 
tune I had knocked out because I was 
desperately in a hurry, took over the 
record polls, deejay shows and juke box 
ratings, and became one of the official 
chants of the rock-and-roll set the nation 
over. I did it, singing several riding 
choruses over the harmonizing of a group, 
which Mr. Prentiss suggested I form. 


ROM THEN ON, my life became an 

exciting existence. Satisfied that he 
had produced a new star, Prentiss decided 
to “go for broke” in building me up; 
newspaper and magazine interviews, glam- 
or photographs, the works. 

Mr. Prentiss phoned me the day before 
my appointment with the photographer 
and announced that we were going shop- 
ping for clothes. 

“You're not Chuck Ingalls, high school 
student, anymore,” he said heartily. 
“You’re Crest Records’ brand new record- 
ing star and one of the things a young 
star has to do is stay sharp as a razor’s 
edge at all times. You’ve got to become 
a walking advertisement of yourself. I 
want to fix it so that whenever you walk 
down a street, people will say ‘There goes 
Chuck Ingalls.’ ” 
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The new clothes and the tremendous 
publicity, plus the fact that my new record 
was catching on fast, just about made me 
a hero in the school and in my neighbor- 
hood. As Mr. Prentiss had prophesied, 
people actually did start pointing at me on 
the street and whispering: “That’s him— 
that’s Chuck Ingalls.” 

Once, when a bunch of fellows and I 
were headed for a neighborhood lot to 
play ball, a group of young girls descended 
on me, 

“Aren’t you Chuck Ingalls?” one of 
them demanded. 

Embarrassed, I admitted that I was. 
They squealed with delight. 

“We're real fans of yours, Chuck,” the 
one who had spoken first continued. 
“Would you mind giving us your auto- 
graph?” 

I gazed around helplessly at the fellows 
who were grinning from ear to ear. 

“Sure,” I consented. 

They whipped out scraps of paper and 
small cards, which I signed: “Thank you— 
Chuck Ingalls.” That’s the way Duke E]- 
lington once signed his autograph for me, 
saying “thank you” just like that. So I 
figured it must be okay. I felt like a real 
big shot, too, only I kind of wished the 
fellows hadn’t been looking on. The girls 
kept their eyes steadily glued on me as I 
wrote my name, then they squealed grate- 
fully and ran off, giggling real silly and 
looking back. When they got near the cor- 
ner, one of them cried out in a shrill voice: 
“You’re cute, darling!” 

The fellows, who had been bursting with 
mirth, let out a whoop, then began kidding 
me mercilessly. 

“Tsn’t he too cute?” 

“Oh, the darling. May I have your auto- 
graph, Chuck?” 

But this was a different kind of kidding 
than the way some of those same fellows 
had ribbed me when I tried out for the 
Glee Club. This was a good, affectionate 
kidding, and it had in it some of their 
own admiration and respect because 
Chuck Ingalls, the recording star, was 
their buddy and a regular guy. I felt good. 

I began to feel good almost all the time 
after that. I loved to be approached by 
autograph seekers, and it began happen- 
ing more often. I also liked to have peo- 
ple look at me with that double-take of 
recognition. I had never been clothes- 
conscious, even though I had instinctively 
dressed neatly. Now, I could wear a differ- 
ent suit every day and I did. I made a 
fetish of collecting what I called “crazy” 
ties, and spent plenty of time studying 
myself carefully in the mirror before 
leaving home. I think I even walked differ- 
ently. I never paid much attention to my 
looks either before those kids squealed 
over me and shouted that I was cute. Now, 
I didn’t see anything conceited about sur- 
veying myself in the mirror and coming 
to the conclusion that I wasn’t a bad-look- 
ing guy, after all. In fact, I was almost 
handsome. 
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I was getting a severe case of big head 
and didn’t even realize it. 

But Marion noticed it. At first, I think, 
it tickled her to see the way I was chang- 
ing. She kidded me about how much I 
loved myself, and how heartily I agreed 
with my admirers. She even decided that 
if I could cook, I’d probably marry myself. 

Meanwhile, the record was going over 
big and mail was pouring in. 

“You’re really getting to be a star, 
buddy boy,” Prentiss told me. I wasn’t 
sure whether there hadn’t been a little 
sarcasm in his tone. But I was so happy 
with myself those days that everything 
bounced off my back like water off a duck. 

One thing—or person—that didn’t 
bounce off was Trudy Gibbons. Maybe 
every school has a girl like Trudy; a girl 
who looks more matured than her age; 
a girl with a bubbling personality that 
endears her to fellows and makes her 
name poison with the girls; a hep, sexy, 
come-hither chick who wears clothes she 
should be spanked for; a girl who gives 
nice guys bad ideas and bad guys worse 
ones. 

I can’t say that I had never before given 
Trudy a second look. Any normal male 
would have to look at Trudy a second 
time. She was that kind of female. But 
I didn’t go for her like most of the fellows 
did. After all, I had Marion and I didn’t 
consider myself in Trudy’s league. I didn’t 
want to be. And the unconcern had been 
mutual—Trudy hadn’t paid me any atten- 
tion either. 

Now, all of a sudden, Trudy became in- 
terested, which is a mild way to describe 
Trudy’s enthusiasm when she goes out 
after a boy. 

It started off one day by Trudy telling 
me how “positively beautiful” my voice 
was and how she sat for hours playing my 
record. and staring off into space. I was 
overwhelmed. I’d had plenty of praise 
about the tune, but to me, Trudy was the 
height of sophistication, so her praise was 
extra-special. 

Well, one thing led to another—Trudy 
was that kind of girl—and before I real- 
ized it, I had promised to visit her the 
following night. And believe me. that fol- 
lowing night turned out to be one I’II never 
forget. 

Trudy lived in a rundown section of 
town with her mother, who looked like a 
grownup edition of Trudy and who ob- 
viously didn’t care how fast her daughter 
was. The apartment they lived in was as 
beautiful inside as the building was 
squalid outside. I commented on the lovely 
furniture and Trudy told me airly that her 
mother’s boy friend had bought it. 

Mrs. Gibbons, who acted more like 
Trudy’s college roommate than her mother, 
invited us to have “a little taste.” I had 
never particularly cared for liquor, other 
than a beer or so, but it seemed unsophis- 
ticated to refuse, so I went along with the 
program, and Mrs. Gibbons brought in a 
gaudy little tray with a half-pint bottle and 


two glasses. Getting the first fiery drink 
down my throat was the tough part. 

Trudy and I started off sitting a respect. 
able distance from each other on the sofg 
but that didn’t last too long. Especially 
after her mother came back into the living 
room dressed to kill and announced that 
she had a date. 

“You kids have fun,” she said. “And for 
Pete’s sake turn on a decent light.” She 
switched off the bright lamp and turned 
on some little contraption behind the 
record player, which threw a soft, blue 
light. It was almost like she was trying 
to force what finally happened between 
Trudy and me. 

And it was the first time that kind of 


thing ever did happen to me. Marion and | 


I had kissed and hugged and maybe felt 
tingling sensations, but we had always had 
too much respect for each other to think 
of carrying things any further. With 
Trudy, it was different. I didn’t even have 
to get the idea myself. She snuggled close 
to me after she put some soft, hot-beat 
music on the phonograph. The next thing 
I knew, she was stroking the back of my 
neck and my ears in a way that made me 
feel nice but uneasy. Then she was mur. 


muring how nice I was and how maybe | | 


would like to kiss her. That turned out to 
be the most frantic kiss I had ever ex- 
perienced. She started twisting and 
squirming and making peculiar little 
sounds and something began thumping 
and pounding inside me. Then I was go- 
ing for broke... 

It was like some violent, fantastic dream 
—that night with Trudy. And I came out 
of the dream feeling awful manly and im- 
portant and trying to crush a feeling that 
I had betrayed Marion. But I didn’t get 
much chance to think about Marion be- 
cause Trudy was acting like everything 
was just beginning. She kept telling me 
that she wanted us to belong to each other, 
convincing me she was crazy for me. 


RUDY BECAME a habit with me after 

that. She was lots of fun and awfully 
exciting. Marion had been quietly affec- 
tionate, but Trudy was the kind of chick 
who made a fellow feel like he was the 
greatest. She wanted you exclusively if 
you were supposed to belong to her. She 
would tell me how she would slit my throat 
if she caught me cheating or looking at 
another girl, or maybe she would suddenly 
bite into my lip during a tender kiss. It 
was hectic and hurting going with Trudy, 
but it was a flaming fascination. 

For a couple of months, I managed to 
keep my affair with Trudy under wraps 
and at the same time see enough of Marion 
to keep her in the dark—or so I thought. 
But things came to a showdown one after- 
noon when I got my signals crossed and 
promised to meet Marion after school to 
walk her home and also to meet Trudy for 
a movie. I came walking down the street 
with Trudy, big as life, and saw Marion 
waiting on the corner. Before I could make 
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a move, Marion saw us. She stood there, 
looking stunned for a few seconds, then 
turned and walked slowly away. To make 
matters worse, Trudy let out a great roar 
of scornful laughter. 

“I haven’t said anything about that little 
creampuff you used to go with, baby,” she 
snickered, “I thought you might need a 
little time to wake her up to the facts of 
life. But from here on out, if I catch you 
even looking at her I'll scratch out her 
eyes and break your head.” 

I laughed it off, but I was worried about 
Marion. She was a decent girl, the kind I 
still dreamed of marrying some day. Trudy 
was just my girl for balling, for getting 
kicks. After all, Marion shouldn’t be 
angry. She should realize that I was in 
show business now, and everybody in show 
business had to play around. At least, 
that’s the way I figured it. 

I called Marion that evening after I got 
home. She was cool as an igloo. She asked 
rather formally about my health and 
politely pointed out that she hadn’t seen 
much of me lately. Not a word about 
Trudy. 

“Look, honey,” I said finally, “I know 
you're sore about me and Trudy, but it 
isn’t the way it looks—” 

“Oh, I don’t really care, Chuck,” Marion 
broke in. I heard her breath catch and I 
knew she was ready to cry. “It’s just that 
I hate to see you making a fool of yourself, 
throwing around a lot of money that you 
ought to be saving for college. But as long 
as you're having fun—” 

I heard the dull click of the receiver. 
Marion had hung up. She had too much 
pride to let me hear her break down. 

For a while afterwards I thought about 
what she had said, especially the money 
bit. I had been going overboard recently. 
Trudy was a good-time girl who liked to 
go to expensive places, and I had been 
taking her everywhere she wanted to go. I 
wondered guiltily if Mr. Prentiss has told 
Marion that I had been hitting him pretty 
frequently lately for royalty advances. But 
what if he had? After all, it was my 
money and I could do anything I pleased 
with it. Then suddenly a great shock came 
over me. In my selfishness I had forgotten 
to even buy Marion a two-dollar box of 
candy to thank her for getting me started. 
I had been a heel. I made up my mind 
to get fifty bucks from Prentiss the next 
day and buy Marion a nice present, send 
her some flowers and take her out to din- 
ner and a movie. 

The gift I picked was a beautiful, brown 
leather handbag. I had it sent out to 
Marion along with a bunch of American 
Beauty roses with a card inside requesting 
a date with “the loveliest girl in the 
world.” I wasn’t prepared for Marion’s 
reaction. She had the gift and flowers 
returned to me the same day with a curt 
note: “Give them to Trudy.” 

That tore it as far as my now super-in- 
flated ego was concerned. If the chick 
feels that way, to heck with her, I decided. 


I made no further effort to make up with 
her. I just got stubborn and defiant. I 
took Marion’s challenge and gave the bag 
to Trudy the next afternoon. When we 
went out a little later, Marion passed us 
in the car with her mother, and I glimpsed 
the frozen look on her face when she saw 
Trudy swinging the pocketbook. I knew 
Marion and I were really washed up then. 

Maybe things might have still got 
straightened out if Mom and Dad hadn’t 
jumped me about the same time. Mom 
started bugging me about why I had 
broken up with Marion and the rumors 
she had heard about me and Trudy. Dad 
demanded to know why I was staying out 
so late nights, falling down in my school 
work and spending so much money. We 
had some tough arguments around the 
house, and that was new, because Mom 
and Dad and I had never fallen out in 
the old days. But now I was a celebrity 
and earning money; I felt I had a right 
to do anything I pleased. No one could 
tell me what to do. 

That is, no one except Mr. Prentiss, who 
kept hinting at me constantly to take ad- 
vantage of my big record hit and accept 
some bookings he could get for me and 
the singing group I could front. I had 
resisted the idea for some time because I 
knew Dad and Mom would flip if I quit 
school. But with my guilty feelings about 
Marion—which I translated into putting 
all the blame on her—and the family 
argument I decided I was going to walk 
out on school right then, even though I 
was just a few weeks short of a high school 
diploma. I was so nasty about it that my 
parents finally gave in. 


HE DAY WE OPENED our first en- 

gagement, Mr. Prentiss gave me the 
keys to a beautiful sports roadster. But 
it wasn’t really a gift; the down payment 
was later deducted from my earnings, just 
like everything else I had gotten or bor- 
rowed was deducted, along with some 
pretty big expense items that I didn’t 
know anything about. 

But with the theater dates and car and 
all, I was really going big, with more girls 
than you could shake a stick at, and Trudy 
was raising cain because she wasn’t seeing 
much of me and she knew I was running 
around with other girls. But I didn’t pay 
her any attention until she came up with 
the announcement that we had better get 
married quick because there was a Chuck 
Jr. on the way. 

That did it. My big-time complex had 
caught up with me, and now I was just a 
stunned and frightened kid. Trudy’s 
mother also got into the act, talking pretty 
mean and telling me that her daughter 
was too good to be forced into marriage 
with anybody, but that it would cost me a 
pretty penny to get out of the mess. I was 
too stupid even then to realize that the 
whole thing had been plotted by her 
mother right from the beginning. 


With the noose tightening closer about 
my neck, I did the only thing I knew to do 
—go to Dad, and he showed me what kind 
of guy he really was. “I guess I’ve let you 
make a fool of yourself long enough,” he 
said. 

The first thing he did was to get his 
lawyer and go to Mr. Prentiss’ office and 
demand a complete accounting of my 
affairs. They had one hell of a row, but 
when they came out of it, Prentiss was no 
longer my manager. Dad paid him off a 
portion of my debts and gave him notes 
for the balance. Then Dad turned his 
lawyer loose on Trudy, and enough ev- 
idence was produced of her fooling around 
with other guys so that her mother was 
glad to forget that paternity business for 
a few hundred dollars. Trudy never did 
have the baby. 

With Dad as my manager now, things 
have straightened out—everything except 
the situation with Marion and me. And 
just the other day, her letter came, telling 
me she was getting married to a guy who 
has been crazy about her for a long time. 

It seems ironic, now that I have cured 
myself of my big ideas and extravagant 
notions, that the one thing I want most in 
life is lost to me. It just goes to show that 
you have to know how to live with success 
just as much as you have to know how to 
live with defeat. Maybe it takes more 
good, solid character to know how to ac- 
cept the bows and the spotlight than it 
does to go through life unnoticed and un- 
known. 

It wasn’t rock-and-roll music that ruined 
things for me—as far as I am concerned 
it’s no more harmful or criminal than the 
Charleston or black bottom our grand- 
parents enjoyed when they were young. 
Kids who are going to become delinquents 
won’t become examples of juvenile perfec- 
tion simply because rock-and-roll music 
vanishes from their lives. What you are is 
what you are, and if you are weak enough 
to have your whole life affected by a trend 
of entertainment, then you probably would 
have been weak enough to be affected by 
something else. 

But I’ve resolved one thing: that I’m 
going to live the kind of life and set the 
kind of example for all the kids who are 
fans of mine that will some day make me 
worthy of another girl like Marion—if 
there is such a girl. I doubt if such a girl 
exists, and I know that at this point I 
wouldn’t deserve her if she did. That’s 
another thing I’ve learned. That you have 
to earn your rewards in this world; you 
have to work for what you get. There’s no 
easy way to success. You can’t sit down 
and wish and make it so. The same is true 
with anything else good and fine, whether 
it’s clothes or sportscars—or girls. My 
chance for the right girl may never come 
again. But I’ll be worthy of her if it ever 
does. And in the meantime, I can dream, 
can’t I? THE END 
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Ashamed Of My Blood 


(Continued from Page 19) 


to fight Pinky off. I could only plead with 
him as I seemed to be getting weaker and 
weaker. 

“No, Pinky, please — you mustn't,” I 
begged. I had no strength inside me. 

And then, as suddenly as he had begun, 
Pinky drew away. “Let’s go,” he said 
bi iskly. 

We were almost to my house before 
either of us said another word. 

“You’re angry with me, aren’t you?” I 
said finally, unable to bear the silence an- 
other minute. 

“No,” he said. 

“You think I’m an awful child,” I said. 

“No, Laura,” he said again, then added: 
“You're different from most girls I’ve 
known. The fresh quality isn’t faked, and 
you don’t try to act sophisticated. Oh, I 
think you’re a little ambitious, you might 
even turn out to be ruthless. But right now 
I think you’re a sweet young girl and I let 
you go because I wouldn’t want you on my 
conscience, not unless you were willing. 
Okay?” 

“Okay,” I said, and I was home. I 
turned and kissed Pinky goodnight and 
slid quickly out of the car. 


A UNT EFFIE’S small kerosene lamp had 
~™ been burning so lowly that I had not 
even noticed the light from outside. But 
there she sat in a rocking chair in the cor- 
ner, a black shawl tossed about her shoul- 
ders, and her beady eyes gleaming in the 
flickering yellow light. 

“So you’ve finally decided to drag in,” 
she cackled. “It must be nearly dawn. Why 
didn’t you just spend the whole night with 
that man in that fancy car?” 

“If it’s that late then I think I’d better 
get right in bed,” I said. 

“What’s the matter with the bed you 
just got out of?” Aunt Effie yelled. “You’re 
a tramp, Laura Johnson, just like your 
mother was before you. There was no good 
in her, and there’s no good in you!” 

lormented by the thought that I might 
have driven Pinky away and taunted by 
\unt Effie’s hated words, I whirled on her 
and uncorked the fury that had burned in- 
side me all the years. 

“Scream, you old witch!” I cried. “Yell 
your fool head off. And just how do you 
know so much? My mother was no good, 
you say. You’ve always said it. What did 


she do, huh? What made her so much 
worse than a foul old woman like you who 
never had a pot—” 


Aunt Effie’s bony right hand swept 
across my face with the swiftness of a 
lashing cat, cutting off my words. 

“Pil tell you, Miss Smart Alecky, I'll 
tell you!” she yelled. “You’re an illegiti- 
mate child, Laura, and you can thank your 
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mother for that. Nobody knows who your 
papa is. I doubt if your mother even knew. 
It was just some white man she laid down 
for and let take advantage of her. She was 
low and evil and the Lord punished her, 
just like he’s going to punish you.” 

Tears washed down my cheeks as I tried 
to find something to hurt her with. 

“Maybe it was better her way,” I said 
finally. “Maybe it was better to take the 
men you could get than to become a dried 
up old maid like you who never knew what 
love was.” 

She glared at me hotly and I returned 
the look. “I hope you croak,” I said. 

The next night, I moved into the big 
white house on the hill and became Pinky 
Adams “woman.” 


UT THE SHORT RELIEF from bitter- 

ness that I had gained when I first 
came to work at Club Alabam was over 
now. In place of the old hurt and shame 
was a new one. It was not just the ugly 
hint from Aunt Effie now, it was the awful 
truth. I was a bastard child. Worst of all, 
I was a half-white one. Aunt Effie hated 
me for my white blood, and whites would 
discriminate against me for my colored 
blood. I was a miserable in-between, an 
outcast from the human race. Why did it 
have to happen to me, I wondered. I 
wasn’t like Aunt Effie or the girls at the 
restaurant. I wasn’t like any of them at 
all. I wanted to be somebody, to get some 
place in the world. Pinky had been right; 
I was different, and in more ways than one. 
“Why couldn’t I have been all white?” I 
screamed at my own image in the mirror 
one day. 

I shared Pinky’s world now; the house, 
the car, the money. And had they come 
sooner, they might have been enough. But 
somehow now it was not enough. I didn’t 
know what was, but I had been hurt too 
deep, disgraced too long. And, out of 
long conditioning, I, too, blamed my moth- 
er. It wasn’t my white blood I resented, it 
was being a Negro. 

Soon my bitterness spilled over into ev- 
erything I did. I took over the cash regis- 
ter at Club Alabam and managed to 
make enemies out of all my friends there. 
They were black like my mother had been, 
and I hated them. Then Aunt Effie died. 
I didn’t go to her funeral. I only looked 
differently upon Pinky, because I knew he 
was like me. He was nearly as fair as I, 
and although he never talked about it, not 
even when I asked him, I knew he must 
have white blood from somewhere. We 
were alike except for one thing: I was 
never satisfied. Even now I wanted to go 
pack up everything and head north where, 
like thousands of other white Negroes like 


Pinky and I, we could fade across the color 
line. 

“Honey, have you plumb lost your 
mind?” Pinky said when I proposed the 
idea seriously to him. I had mentioned it 
before, but always as something of a joke, 

“T don’t think it’s so crazy,” I snapped, 

Pinky was closing up the club as we 
argued. “Let’s talk about it when we get 
home, huh?” he mumbled, which was his 
way of dropping it for as long as I would 
keep quiet about it. 

We got in the car and headed for the 
big house on the hill. But as we pulled 
off, the headlights of a car down the street 
flashed on and moved slowly behind us. It 
was a little past 2 a. m., and I recall won. 
dering who would be out so late. 

A short distance from town, the car be. 
hind us suddenly picked up speed and 
raced along beside us, forcing us from the 
road. Pinky wrestled with the steering 
wheel to keep the car from overturning, 
Finally, he got it under control and braked 
to a halt. The other car had also stopped. 
Quickly Pinky slammed the gear into re. 


verse and stepped on the gas, but the | 


wheels spun vainly in a soft gully of mud. 

Then I heard voices and saw that four 
white men had leaped from the other car 
and were heading for us. Pinky’s right 


hand darted for the glove compartment. | 
He was too late. The door flew open and | 


one of the men pounced upon him. Pinky 
was pulled from the car and three men 
armed with blackjacks began to beat him. 
I thought there must have been a gun in 
that glove compartment, so I reached for 
it too, but a huge white hand grasped my 
wrist. I was dragged from the car. 

The thudding of blackjacks and Pinky’s 
moans rang in my ears as I struggled to 
free myself, but the man holding me threw 
me to the ground and fell upon me. | 
kicked and twisted my body from side to 
side, but he pressed harder against me. 

The sounds of scuffling died, and another 
man threw himself to the ground beside 
me. A heavy brown trickle of tobacco 
streaked down the corner of his mouth 
and off his chin. His heavy red hair was 
rumpled about his head, and his black eyes 
gleamed evilly. 

“We got him Jim! We got him!” he 
shouted to the man holding me. “Hey, 
what’ve you got here?” 

“A little hellcat,” grinned the man hold- 
ing me. “Man! I bet this is nice.” 

I looked up at the man holding me and 
saw a ghoulish, puffy face trailing off into 
an almost completely bald head. He 
gripped me tighter. 

The redhaired man grabbed at me with 
a cold hand and I twisted away. His hand 
caught my dress, ripping it away at the 
top and his fingernails dug long slashes 
across my breast. His eyes danced crazily. 

“What are we waiting for?” he snarled. 

I twisted and kicked as they tore at my 
clothing. 

Then I heard voices and realized the 
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other two men were there now. 

“To hell with her,” one of them snapped. 
“Let’s get out of here.” 

Then a heavy hand swept across my 
face, sending me totally into the blackness 
surrounding us. 

I must have come to moments later. I 
was alone, and my head ached from the 
blow. Struggling to my feet, I realized 
Pinky must be there somewhere. I stum- 
bled through the dark for several yards, 
then tripped over something and fell. Roll- 
ing over, I looked back and saw Pinky 
lying there, his white suit drenched in 
crimson. My screams pierced the night air. 


I REMEMBER little else after that, but 
I learned later that Big Ed and some 
of his men found me only a few minutes 
later. I was sitting on the ground with 
Pinky’s head cradled in my lap. He had 
been beaten to death. 

“I’m sorry, Miss Johnson,” Big Ed told 
me. “Il knew something was coming off, 
but I didn’t think they’d be fool enough 
to do a thing like this. When I got a tip, 
it was too late. I followed as fast as I 
could and found the car.” 

I was in shock for days, remembering 
only the faces of the two men who had 
abused me. When I finally came out of it, 
I saw the faces for real. They were in 


jail, just as Big Ed had promised they 
ail be. 

“It was a senseless thing,” Big Ed told 
me. “They just couldn’t stand seeing a 
colored man have all that money. But they 
committed a crime far worse than Pinky’s, 
and they'll pay for it.” 

The hate and resentment in me now gave 
way to confusion. What was there for me 
now? But slowly, haunted by those two 
horrible faces in the night, and Pinky’s 
moans, I began to see the truth. I had 
wanted to be white because I thought that 
was good and the key to everything. Yet, 
the very men who killed my lover had been 
white. 
humane about them. They were animals. 
And maybe what nearly happened to me 
really did happen to my mother. It was 
good to be black, I told myself. But what 
of Aunt Effie? She was black, but in 
heart as well as skin. 

And maybe that’s where things really 
counted: in the heart. There were good 
and bad of all colors. Being white would 
be no better than being a Negro if the 
heart was evil. So I learned to accept 
myself for myself, and other people for 
what they really are. Knowing that before 
would not have saved Pinky, but it is a 
lesson better learned late than never. 


THE END 





Hollywood To Harlem 


(Continued from Page 11) 


In two months 
in three taxi 


So what happens? 
Garner was involved 
erack-ups. 

Sultry songstress, Eartha Kitt, planning 
a visit to Nigeria to learn something of 
the country’s culture and customs before 
shooting begins on her next movie role. In 
the British film, The Hawk, Kitt plays a 
young Nigerian girl. Meanwhile, Miss 
Eartha would like to publicize her newly 
purchased “House on 92nd Street” as the 
original of the movie of that name. Per- 
haps she hasn’t been told that the house 
on 92nd Street actually was on 93rd. 

Eddie Cole, who sings and sounds 
like Nat the “King” (because they’re 
brothers ), is having a ball in Hawaii 
and doesn’t seem to care that he’s 
booked indefinitely, The islanders 
love him. Meanwhile, back in the 
States, Nat has decided to record 
again, for the first time in five years, 
with only a trio behind him. 
Broadway actor P. Jay Sidney chalked 

up his 104th major TV appearance on net- 
work dramatic shows which is more than 
many can boast of. 

John Akar, the handsome young 
actor from Sierre Leone, West Af- 
rica, is finding that work in America 
has its many problems. In Holly- 
wood they shaved his beautiful hair 
for a part in the movie Something Of 
Value, then back on Broadway he’s 


being taught to lose his British ac- 

cent for a part on the stage. 

It may take a little while to get used to 
the idea of Mel Torme and Frances Faye 
being cast as Porgy and Bess, but the new 
modernized jazz version of the Folk Opera, 
as recorded by Bethlehem Records is 
worth giving a listen to. You'll hear some 
crazy performances by George Kirby in 
the Cab Calloway role of Sportin’ Life; 
ex-Duke Ellington vocalist Betty Roche 
doing her “gone” version of “Summer- 
time”; smooth Johnny Hartman as the 
evil Crown, and Sally Blair, the pretty lit- 
tle singer from Baltimore, making her first 
recording. 

A handsome movie star is real put- 
out with the sepia dancer over a con- 
fidential piece involving the both of 
them. He’s just about certain how 
the story made print. And the word 
is out that the dancer is real put-out 
over not collecting what was agreed 
would be coming her way. 

In case of accident, the Nicholas Broth- 
ers have made sure there’ll be no trouble 
about collecting. The four legs of the two 
dancing brothers are insured for $1 million. 

Harry Belafonte, who has consist- 
ently rejected high-paying guest 
shots on variety shows, appeared on 
a children’s TV show for free. The 
popular folk singer says there’s more 
to life than making money. 





There had been nothing good or | 
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Blue Blood Wife 


(Continued from Page 27) 


in the sink so hard it broke. Who could 
help but come indeed! People would 
soon be staying away in droves if George 
didn’t stop acting like he was having a 
funeral instead of a party. Just then he 
walked into the kitchen, his face scowling, 
his mouth set grimly. 

“Isn’t it about time these idiots went 
home?” he said. 

“George!” I snapped, “For God’s sake, 
stop acting an ass.” 

“Well, what do you expect me to do, 
turn handsprings because there’s a three- 
ring circus going on in my house?” he 
countered. 

“I expect you to conduct yourself with 
some decency before my guests,” I said 
hotly. 

He mumbled a dirty word. 

“George!” I cried, “How can you be so 
humiliating in front of Mary?” 

He looked at me sternly for a moment, 
then grinned. “It’s easy,” he said, and 
walked out. 

I wanted to throw a glass at him, but 
instead turned to Mary. my face flushed 
with anger. Mary, a middle-aged. efficient 
woman who came in to clean twice each 
week and help out at parties, quickly 
busied herself with the martinis as if she 
hadn’t heard a word. 

I picked up the tray of drinks and took 
them into the living room. George was 
slumped in a chair with one leg over the 
arm. looking as if he would die of bore- 
dom. I gave him a menacing stare. I still 
wanted to throw a glass at him. 

“Darling. let me have that tray,” a man’s 
voice said suddenly. “Don’t you know 
you'll wear yourself out trying to replenish 
these alcoholics?” 

I turned to Bill Walker and smiled. 

“All right, folk,” Bill said loudly, “Step 
right up and drink ’em down. There’s 
more where these came from.” 

“Oh yeah?” grumbled George, almost 
loudly enough for everyone to hear. I 
threw him a sharp look. 

Bill, a handsome, light-skinned, curly- 
haired young man, was being the life of 
the party. He had a charming sense of 
humor and delightfully intimate manner. 
Fascinated, I watched him glide about the 
room, leaving off a drink here and there. 

“T was simply enchanted with Paris,” 
\nn Morris was saying, “And the view 
from the Eiffel Tower is magnificent.” 

“Ah, there’s nothing like gay Paree,” 
Bill chimed in. 

“Bill, dear, I didn’t know you had been 
to France, too,” Ann said. 

“Oui, madam,” Bill answered in a 
French accent. 

“What do you think of the Frenchmen?” 
Paul Morris, Ann’s husband, asked. 

“Oh, the French are delightful people,” 
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Bill said. “I love their casualness and 
spirit. There’s absolutely no place like 
France.” 

Bill had maneuvered the tray, now filled 
with empty glasses, around to George, who 
still slumped in his chair. 

“Here garcon,” Bill said with a grin. 
Everyone laughed. 

Instead of George laughing too, or say- 
ing something witty, he just stared at Bill 
without a word. Bill held the tray out- 
stretched a moment longer, and then, as 
the laughter died down to shocked silence. 
Bill quickly covered up what had turned 
into an awkward situation. 

“Oh, Ruth, darling.” he said, “don’t give 
this one anymore, he’s petrified already.” 

The silence broke into laughter again, 
and was quickly followed by deliberate 
and numerous conversations throughout 
the room. I put my hand on Bill’s. 

“Just hold tight to that tray, sir, and fol- 
low me.” I said. 

I led him into the kitchen with the 
empty glasses. Mary had disappeared. 

“Just sit them down here on the table,” 
I said. “Mary will take over from here.” 

Bill set the tray down and took a step 
closer toward me. 

“Do you. uh, expect Mary back soon?” 
he said jokingly, looking behind him to- 
ward the door, then around the room, and 
then down at me in my low-cut cocktail 
dress. 

I felt a little nervous, knowing that he 
was getting an almost uncensored view 
of my bosom, but then I felt a little surge 
of pride run through me and I tingled with 
the excitement of being coveted so quickly 
and so brashly. 

“I’m afraid she'll be back too soon for 
you to make a pass at your hostess,” I said 
with a laugh. 

“Too bad.” he said as he slipped one 
arm around my waist and we headed for 
the door back into the living room. He 
hugged me a little tightly and I felt his 
fingers pinch gently for a moment, then 
he dropped his arm. 

The party soon broke up, and an hour 
later George and I were alone in our bed- 
room. 

“Well, hasn’t today been fun?” he said 
with a smirk as he loosened his tie. 

“Tt would have been if you’d acted a lit- 
tle more civilized.” I said. 

“And what should I have done?” he 
asked, “Chatted about the opera houses in 
Italy or the divine time I had on the 
Riviera last season? Perhaps I should have 
put on a monkey suit and danced a little 
jig and told jokes for pennies.” 

“Don’t be stupid,” I snapped. “If you 
want to keep from looking ridiculous in 
your own house you should take some tips 


from Bill Walker on how to be a good 
host.” 

“That phony!” Bill yelled. “All he does 
is leer at somebody’s wife and act like an 
international playboy. I'll bet he’s never 
been any closer to France than the Chez 
Paree in Kansas City.” 

“For your information,” I said, “Bill 
happens to have an aunt who lives on the 
Left Bank of Paris. He visited her last 
summer.” 

“Well,” said George, “why didn’t you 
say he had relatives there? Of course he’s 
been over to do some sponging. Good old 
Bill. He’s the world’s No. 1 visitor. Just 
tell him where the free liquor is and he’s 
off and running.” 

“You certainly looked like a fool in 
front of him tonight,” I said coldly. 

What had been sarcasm in George’s re. 
marks suddenly turned to anger. 

“Y’m afraid you just happen to prefer 
his pseudo-intellectual company to mine. 
Frankly you can take that whole bunch of 
society fakers and shove them—” 

“George!” I cut in. 

“All right,” he said, “but for Pete’s sake, 
Ruth, I’m just sick and tired of this end- 
less round of entertaining and putting on 
the dog for show. Look, I’m not a big 
lawyer like Paul Morris and I’m not a 
gigolo like Bill Walker. I don’t make the 
kind of money it takes for grand living 
and I’m not sure I would enjoy it if I did. 
God. Ruth, I’m just a four thousand dol- 
lar-a-year school teacher who wants a 
house and a family and a few bucks aside 
for a rainy day. Is that an awful lot to 
ask for?” 

“Then why don’t we just take us a run- 
down shack in the country with a little 
house out back? That’s just about where 
we'd be if it wasn’t for the endowment 
money from my father. And I don’t see 
why you should complain about what our 
parties cost since you don’t really pay for 
them.” 

“If I was like your boy friend, Bill 
Walker, I probably wouldn’t care. In fact, 
I'd just come home and let you support 
me with lots of flash, and I’d be polite 
to your guests and whisper dirty jokes in 
the girls’ ears and pat a few fannies just 
to keep the party lively. Would you like 
that?” George yelled. 

“Tf that’s your vulgar attitude, you can 
just stay out of the house when my friends 
are here,” I said curtly. 

“I can do better than that,” he coun- 
tered, reaching for his tie and shirt again, 
“T can get out right now.” 

Stunned, I watched George yank a suit- 
case out of his closet and begin throwing 
things into it. For a moment, I wanted to 
stop him; to tell him how typically stupid 
he was acting, but neither of us said a 
word. 

In a matter of minutes he was packed 
and heading for the door. 

“T’ll call you sometime,” he said sat 
castically. 

“Where do you think you're going this 
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time of night?” I demanded. 

“Don’t worry,” he said over his shoul- 
der, “the Salvation Army has mission 
homes that take in poor guys like me.” 

With that, he stamped out of the house 
and slammed the front door. 


HE SUDDENNESS of George’s walking 

out left me shocked, hurt and on the 
yerge of tears, I suppose it was the same 
heart-searing feeling of emptiness every 
wife fee!s when her husband walks out on 
her. But the terrible loneliness of the 
empty bed soon disappeared with the 
quick return of my anger. George’s actions 
were stubborn and stupid, I told myself, 
much like they had always been, and this 
break had been coming a long time. 

I had been the only child of a well-to-do 
family, raised to accept social obligations 
and responsibilities. Graceful living had 
been the keynote of my entire life. As a 
physician, father had made good money 
and mother had used it wisely in social 
refinements. Concerts, the theater, the 
smart vacation spots of the Caribbean and 
the seashores were as common to us as 
salad forks and consomme. We lived 
among the hierarchy of blue-blood society, 
and what I now considered to be my first 
silly break with it came when I met 
George. 

George was nobody, the son of a hotel 
bellhop and a day maid. But his parents 
had sent him to college with great in- 
spiration. He was to get the education 
they never had, and to spread it to others. 
They had always wanted him to be a 
teacher, and George was determined to 
fulfill their dream, even though it meant 
turning down more lucrative work. His 
mother died his first year in college, and 
two years later, his father was killed in 
an auto accident, leaving George an or- 
phan forced to work his way through the 
rest of his college career. 

I met him his third year in college, and 
later I recalled how strange it had been for 
me to be drawn to such a quiet, studious 
boy who had shunned the social life of the 
university campus. Perhaps that was it. 
He was different, and I was looking for 
something different. My college friends 
teased me about my “lowbrow boy friend,” 
and going with George had given the same 
sort of sensation as going slumming. But 
George got to be a habit with me—a rather 
nice habit—and the summer after his 
junior year I invited him to visit me dur- 
ing vacation. I knew he would not meet 
my family’s expectations—no background, 
no real future—but I could hide most of 
that simply by explaining that he had no 
folks. No one would press that sort of 
sympathetic point. 

It was a lovely summer with my parents 
entertaining quite lavishly at our house on 
Arundel-on-the-Bay in Maryland. And 
George, who had kidded me good-natured- 
ly on the campus as “Miss Gotrocks,” grew 
a little silent and sullen during the peak 
of our holiday. It should have been ap- 
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parent to me then what was happening; 
that he couldn’t take the life of the upper- 
class. 

But by the time our vacation was over, I 
was hopelessly, helplessly in love with 
George. He was sweet, often gay, and had 
his own subtle brand of humor. Yet, as 
my ardor grew, his seemed to wane. After 
our return to our senior year in college, 
I had to prompt him for dates, and ask 
him to take me to dances. 

“Look, Ruth,” he said to me one night 
as we danced at my sorority’s annual 
affair, “why don’t you give some of these 
guys in your own league a break?” 

“What are you talking about, silly?” I 
asked. 

“Tet’s quit kidding,” he said. “I’m not 
your style and you know it.” 

The night was romantic, the music soft 
and the room was warm. I leaned my lips 
toward his ear and whispered brazenly: 

“Why don’t you shut up and marry me.” 

George was so surprised he missed a 
step. The line of his dark brown jaw set 
sternly as he stared at me incredulously. 
I saw the look of longing in his eyes and 
I knew that he wanted me, but that old 
stubbornness swelled up inside him, and 
instead of him saying something nice he 
blurted out: 

“Let’s not make bad jokes. To you I’m 
just the poor little orphan the playgirl 
pats on the head while she wraps him 
around her finger. Well, I’ve got news for 
you lady, I don’t intend to be anybody’s 
pet dog. There’s a big, wide world out 
there waiting for me to get a piece of it, 
and I intend to do it while I’ve still got all 
my wits about me and before some dizzy 
dame extracts the nerve.” 

I raised my head back and looked 
George in the eye. : 

“Well, what do I have to do? Take 
you out and seduce you to get you to 
marry me?” I said coolly. 

A smile returned to George’s face and 
he eyed me devilishly. 

“That might help,” he said softly. 

“You’re too anxious,” I retorted and 
put my head back against his cheek while 
we finished the dance. 


HAT WAS THE BEGINNING of my 

conquest of George Gately. He now 
represented a definite challenge to me. 
The boys with money on the campus gen- 
erally fell into two classifications: the 
“great I-am’s” and those who were bend- 
ing over backwards to make a wealthy 
marriage. George was different. He hadn’t 
had much and seemed to care less if it 
meant taking me into the bargain. Oh, he 
was a challenge all right. 

“Of all the silly things to do, Ruth,” my 
roommate said to me one night. “I 
wouldn’t say that you’re exactly unaware 
of it, but just to refresh your memory I'll 
tell you a few things about yourself. You’re 
one of the best-looking girls in this school 
and with your figure you should be a 
model. Besides all that, you’ve got money. 
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So why waste yourself on a dope like 
George Gately? There are a hundred guys 
on this campus who'd give their right 
arm to marry you; the rest would give 
their left. So why be naive?” 

She may as well have been talking to 
the man in the moon. There had never 
been anything I wanted that I couldn’t 
have; George was to be no exception. At 
graduation, George and I became en- 
gaged, and a year and a half later—just 
long enough for him to have gotten a job 
and save a little money—we were married 
despite my parents’ objections. 

It did not all come off smooth-as-silk. 
Just as I had to prompt George to get him 
to propose—or perhaps “agree” is a bet- 
ter word—I also had to convince him that 
he didn’t need a lot of money for us to 
get married on. When I got over that 
hurdle by putting up my own bank ac- 
count over his objections, there was the 
business of the justice-of-the-peace-just- 
over-the-state-line versus the church wed- 
ding. George, being both bashful and 
simple, wanted something quiet with a 
couple of witnesses. 

But ‘a girl only gets married once, I re- 
minded him, and that time she wants to 
wear a pretty white dress and have all her 
friends in the church and see her mother 
cry. I informed him also that when you 
have that kind of wedding you get all 
sorts of things, like electric blankets, 
toasters, mixers, china and silverware; 
things that he could ill-afford to buy. 
When that argument only made him more 
against a church wedding, I tried a few 
soft kisses about the ears and looked at 
him pleadingly out of widen eyes. We had 
the church wedding. 

And then there was the question of the 
apartment. I honestly think George would 
have been content to put me in a lightly 
furnished garage if I hadn’t put my foot 
down. If you live like peasants you are 
treated like peasants, I protested. I found 
a place spacious enough for entertaining 
and more in keeping with the position I 
felt it necessary for us to maintain in the 
community. 

But in the six years of our marriage, 
George hadn’t changed much. From the 
very first, as we joined the ranks of the 
social leaders of the city, George acted like 
an alley dog who had wandered unwit- 
tingly into a blue-ribbon canine show. 
More than once he threatened to bolt, but 
I reminded him that I was the daughter 
of Dr. and Mrs. Frederick Emerson, 
descendants of one of the first families of 
Virginia, and as such could not simply 
drop from sight. 

So George struggled along. He moved 
from elementary to high school teaching 
the year after we were married, and had 
already showed enough ability to be con- 
sidered for an assistant principalship. 
Now, of all times, he had had the gall and 
complete stupidity to do something so dis- 
graceful as to walk out on me. 

When a husband and wife separate, 


there’s not much point in hoping the 
word won’t get around. That sort of thing 
always does—fast. I thought of how harm. 
ful it would be to George’s career and ty 
my reputation. How could he have been 
so stupid? 


I WAITED all the next day for George 
to call me. He didn’t. The second day, 
I telephoned the YMCA and asked if he 
was registered there. After a few minutes 
checking, the clerk told me a Mr. George 
Gately was listed and rang his room. 
My conversation with George was not 
exactly pleasant. He sounded a little em. 
barrassed, but very much determined. For 


the past year, he said, he had felt that our! 
marriage would not work. When I prac. | 


tically invited him out of the house, that 
seemed as good a time as any to make the 
break, he said. He thought this was the 
best thing for both of us, he insisted, and 
he was not coming back. 

I don’t know what I felt then. It had 
never occurred to me, either in the sud. 
denness of the moment when he walked 
out of the house or in the depth of night 
when I cursed his thick-headedness, that 
this was to be the end. 

But George didn’t believe in doing 
things “half-hog,” as he put it. He felt 
our marriage had been given a fair chance 
and hadn’t worked because of basic dif- 
ferences. He was an average guy, I wasa 
blue-blood; we didn’t mix. There was 
nothing else that he could see to do but 
divorce. In the meantime, of course, he 
would maintain all financial obligations 
and would be agreeable to a reasonable 
alimony. 

Oh, he was terribly matter-of-fact about 
it all. His thoroughness in discussing the 
matter showed he had given it consit- 
erable thought. And for once, I could not 
dissuade him. Perhaps if I had chosen to 
try the old charm or turned on the tears, 
he would have come running, but I had 
had my little adventure with George Gate 
ly, and I was as glad to be rid of it as he 
was. I told him I accepted his terms and 
that our lawyers could handle the de 
tails. That was that. 

And so, I was finally through “slum 
ming,” as my friends had put it. I felt 
lucky to have escaped with so few scars. 
There were no children and no great 
property settlement. All I had to be con 
sidered a loss were a few wasted years. 
But I was still young and had my looks 
and my figure—and my friends. 

I tried to keep the news of our breakup 
as quiet as possible, telling only Ann and 
Paul Morris. For three months, I lived 
very quietly. Luckily, it was the “of 
period” in the year when there was very 
little going on of any consequence. By the 
time the social season was blossoming 
again, I was ready for it. 

At first, out of respect to my estranged 
husband, I went out only with Ann 
her husband or other couples or womeél 
friends, though Bill Walker had already 
expressed delightful interest. For a while 
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a good time was being had by all, until I 
noticed I was not being invited to as many 
private affairs as before. I pretended this 
to be only my imagination until a close 
friend quite deliberately forgot to invite 
me to her anniversary party. 

“What gives, Ann?” I asked one day 
when I was visiting the Morrises. “You 
know Grace didn’t invite me last week, and 
she hasn’t been the first to be impolite, 
although I would have thought her to be 


the last.” 
“Well, dear,” said Ann with unusual 
frankness, “if you want to know the truth 


of the matter, you are now a single, disen- 
gaged woman, or at least, almost, and that 
means you have more or less come out of 
retirement as far as the wives are con- 
cerned. It’s no secret, Ruth, that more 
than one gal’s husband in these parts has 
looked upon you with something more than 
friendship in his eye. As long as George 
was around, the girls felt insured. But 
now, well honey, what you need is a man 
of your own. At our age, nobody gets 
careless with her husband.” 

“Well! Of all the asinine—” 

“Sad but true,” Ann cut in. 

“True or not, I’m not going to bow to 
their ridiculous insinuation,” I snapped. 
“Who do Grace Bradley and her crowd 
think they are that they can set rules for 
other people?” 

“Tt’s just custom, darling, and you can’t 
go against custom,” Ann soothed. 

“Oh, can’t I?” I retorted. 


I fumed. 


LEFT ANN’S HOUSE determined that 

I would show everybody that I didn’t 
eare about their silly, jealous ideas, but 
my indignation soon withered before the 
cold realization that what was happening 
to me was no more than what had hap- 
pened to others in my set. We always 
ruled out those whom we considered “un- 
conventional” for our purposes, even as I 
had done George. And now, the same code 
was applying to me. As far as the other 
wives were concerned, I was a threat to 
their security, at least, until I showed ro- 
mantic interest in another direction. 

I simmered for several days over the 
thought, and then, at the next dance, I 
made it quite obvious to everyone present 
that I was escorted by dashing young Bill 
Walker. 

It was easily arranged. I simply called 
Bill about some trivia or other and he 
asked me to go with him, as I knew he 
would. Bill was five years younger than I, 
a fact most people suspected. But he had 
the man-about-town air that made the age 
barrier invisible. And he obviously knew 
his way around with women, as I was 
soon to find out. 

Where he had made tactful passes when 
Iwas a married woman, he became a very 
gentlemanly suitor now that I was about 
to become a divorcee. We went out a half 
dozen times together before he even 
ventured to kiss me goodnight. And even 
when he did kiss me at the door of my 


apartment, it was as pure and simple as if 
we were high school kids who didn’t know 
much about the birds and bees. 

Several nights later, when we were leav- 
ing the theater, Bill asked me to stop by 
the apartment he shared with a friend and 
see some abstract paintings of his. 

“Why Bill, I didn’t know you painted,” 
I said with surprise. 

“There are a lot of things about me you 
don’t know,” he answered, “Maybe to- 
night’s a good time to start finding out.” 

I ignored the insinuation in his remark 
but agreed to go. 

The paintings were there, all right, 
very good ones. And Bill gave me the 
double-drink, low lights and soft music 
routine, but when he started to pet I 
started for the door. To my surprise, he 
didn’t make a fuss about it and took me 
home without further gymnastics. I didn’t 
learn until months later that his roommate, 
who was away that night, was an artist 
and had really done the paintings. 

In the weeks that had passed and those 
that followed, I heard nothing of George, 
since no one in my circle ever saw him. 
The divorce was taking time, my lawyer 
said, and I was content for I had no mar- 
riage plans. 

Nevertheless, Bill and I had now arrived 
at a state of definite courtship. He escort- 
ed me when I went out, and acted as sort 
of honorary host when I entertained at 
home. But despite the many opportunities 
that my home and both our leisure per- 
mitted, I refused to consummate our 
courtship in the manner in which Bill was 
becoming more insistent upon. 

“Christ, Ruth,” he yelled one night after 
all the guests had gone, “you’re not sweet 
sixteen and I’m no schoolboy, we can’t 
keep tinkering with the fuse and never 
setting off the blast. We’re adults, so let’s 
act like it.” 

“We're also ladies and gentlemen,” I 
said. “Why can’t we act like that?” 

“Oh, come off it!” he yelled. “You want 
to make it a federal case.” 

“T don’t think I’m ready for that sort of 
thing yet,” I said. 

Bill stormed out of the house, 
the manner I recalled another man had 
done for a different reason. In fact, Bill 
had been the reason, to tell the truth of the 
matter. 

Ann Morris came over the next day and 
suggested that she, Paul, Bill and I take a 
weekend trip to Atlantic City. 

“Oh, fine,” I said. “As if I weren’t 
having enough trouble with Bill already, 
you suggest that I spend the week end with 
him in a hotel.” 

“So what have you got to lose,” Ann 
said. “You two are going steady and 
you’re a single woman. Er, you are now, 


much in 


aren’t you?” 

“T would be if we could locate George,” 
I replied. “Honestly Ann, he’s so ir- 
responsible.. My lawyer called the other 
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day and told me George quit his job at the 
end of the school year and has just dis- 
appeared. Without him to sign the papers, 
I'll probably have to fly to Mexico and 
back to get this thing over in a hurry. 
It’s been dragging a year.” 

“So you'll go to Mexico, get eman- 
cipated and maybe marry Bill, what’s 
wrong with. that.” 

“For one thing, Bill hasn’t asked me,” I 
told her. “For another, I don’t know if 
he’s ready for the responsibility of mar- 
riage. I guess that’s sort of a funny phrase 
coming from me, ‘responsibility of mar- 
riage,’ but after once "round the bases 
you begin to realize there is such a thing. 
And too, Bill has no visible means, you 
know.” 

“George’s means were little more than 
invisible when you married him, as I re- 
call,” Ann laughed. 

“T was willing to support George,” I 
said. “I’m not going to support Bill.” 

“But you’d marry Bill, wouldn’t you?” 
Ann asked. 

“Yes, I’d marry him,” I said. 


WO WEEKS LATER we were in At- 

lantic City for a wonderful day on the 
beach and a round of night-clubbing. It 
must have been 4 a.m. when Bill and I 
started through the hotel lobby to go up- 
stairs after he had stopped for a last quick 
drink at the bar. As the elevator opened 
for us to get on, George walked out. It 
happened so suddenly that Bill stood with 
his mouth opened. Mine must have been 
opened too. But George gave us a cold 
stare, nodded in recognition and quickly 
walked away. 

I was almost in tears when I got up- 
stairs to the room that I had insisted Ann 
share with me while Bill and Paul stayed 
in the next. 

“What must he think, Ann, seeing Bill 
and me here this way?” I cried. 

“Well, he probably thinks the worst,” 
Ann said. 

“And it was the first time I’d seen him 
in all these months. He must be laughing 
at me, calling me cheap,” I said. 

“If only Paul and I had stopped at the 
bar with you, it might have looked bet- 
ter,” Ann said, and then she added: 
“But what’s the difference, it’s all over 
now between you two, isn’t it?” 

“Yes,” I said. “It’s all over now.” 

Back home again, I was irritable and 
bored, both with Bill and with the endless 
round of bridge and cocktail parties, 
dances and fashion shows and various af- 
fairs. Bill was sulking over what he called 
“that Atlantic City fiasco,” and also the 
fact that I had discreetly mentioned to him 
that he had borrowed various sums of 
money from me, now totaling three hun- 
dred dollars. 

Again I turned to Ann for solace. 

“Darling, why don’t you give one of 
your charming little parties? You know, 
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you always seem to get such a lift when 
you entertain,” Ann said. 

I agreed, and a week later I threw what 
was, even for me, an elaborate little affair. 
It was then that I realized I was becoming 
a little tired of my own friends, as well as 
with the functions. There was always the 
gossip and always the looking-down-noses 
at other people and the same deceitful 
flattery of those present. Once, while out 
in the kitchen, I heard Ann’s voice ring 
out in the same animated manner I had 
heard before, repeating the same phrase: 

“Everytime I tell myself that I simply 
must break away from the social season, 
I find myself invited to one of Ruth’s 
charming get-togethers. And of course, who 
could help but come to Ruth’s affairs.” 

“Oh, I don’t know,” Bill’s voice sud- 
denly rang out, “I find Ruth getting a 
little dull these days.” 

There was good-natured laughter around 
the room. 

I could have choked Bill. Not for just 
poking fun, but because deep down he 
meant it. He had used me in what way 
he could, and now he was getting as tired 
of me as I was of him. When he left the 
house that evening, I told him not to come 
back. 

I had already bought a dress and made 
plans to attend the annual Idlewild dance 
the following week, and so, against my 
will and lacking an escort, I went with 
Ann and Paul. 

“This is absolutely the end for me,” I 
told them after we arrived at the ballroom. 
“This is my swan song. I’m going away 
somewhere for a nice quiet rest, and when 
and if I come back, I’m going to try to do 
something useful with myself instead of 
just checking to make sure my name is 
spelled correctly in the social register.” 

“Good girl,” Paul said. “Ann and I 
would do it too if we weren’t simply slaves 
to this sort of thing.” 

“Bully for you,” I said dryly. 

“Paul,” Ann said, “I think you’d better 
dance with Ruth before she takes off her 
slipper and starts bashing innocent by- 
standers. She’s in a real mood.” 

Paul whirled me out onto the dance 
floor where, before the song was half fin- 
ished, I spied the tall, slightly gangling 
frame of George Gately. 

He was maneuvering our way with a 
gorgeous-looking slightly-tanned girl with 
dyed-blonde hair and who was ten years 
his junior. When they got near us, George 
made a couple of fancy spins like he had 
just left Arthur Murray’s. 

“Hello,” he called loudly, waving at us. 

“Why, there’s George,” Paul cried in 
what sounded to me like phony surprise. 

“He acts like he’s drunk,” I muttered. 

“Enjoying yourself?” George asked me. 

“Moderately,” I said shortly. “And 
you?” 

“Having a wonderful time,” he said, 
kicking his leg out in a corny step. “You 
know, I should have followed your advice, 


tried really enjoying this sort of thing 
sooner. It’s great.” 

“You look like hell,” I said. 

“Now, now. Temper, temper.” George 
scolded mockingly. 

The blonde had her head on his shoul. 
der, still oblivious, or pretending to be, to 
our conversation. I couldn’t resist the 
temptation to toss a dagger. 

“Who’s that, your daughter?” I asked 
rather loudly. The blonde leaned her head 
back and mumbled something un-ladylike, 

“Oh, no,” George said quickly. “This 
is Miss Gordon. A very charming young 
girl. Just back from Spain, you know.” 

He was being cute, real cute, mimicking 
Bill Walker. But I had to smile. George 
hadn’t displayed his old sense of humor 
since shortly after we were married—a 
long, long time ago. 

The dance was over, and George quickly 
introduced Paul to the blonde. Paul im. 
mediately took her over and when the 
music began again, George pulled me to 
him and started dancing. 

“Where’s Bill?” he asked. 

“T don’t know,” I said, “but if he’s 
where I told him to go, he’s probably 
asking for a drink of ice water about now.” 

“Good for you,” George said. “I also 
hear tell you were a nice girl in that At. 
lantic City hotel.” 
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“How do you know?” I asked with sur. | 


prise. 

“Ann told me,” he said. 

“You’ve been talking to her about me? 
Well, of all the nerve!” 

“Sure,” George said, ignoring my anger. 
“Paul found me by checking my address 
on the hotel register. I’ve got a spot ata 
nice little college. Associate professor of 
English, they call me. Of course, it’s kind 
of a quiet town.” 

“Oh, George,” I said, “I need a quiet 
place so desperately. I’m lonesome, ter- 
ribly lonesome, and sick to death of all 
this false gaiety. You were the only 
genuine thing I’ve ever known.” 

I looked at George with a lovelight in 
my eyes that I knew hadn’t been there 
since our own days in college. 

“Good,” he said, “We’re still married 
aren’t we?” 

“Last time I heard,” I said. 

“Then you can go back with me on sort 
of a combination rest and trial visit.” 

I murmured my acceptance in his ear. 

“Just one thing,” he added, “Ann can't 
come along as roommate.” 

His words had all of the excitement of 
romance, all of the promise of love; a rare 
blend of spice. I smiled at him and nodded 
in agreement. “There are times in this 
world when a woman and a man should be 
alone together,” I murmured over the ur 
steady thump of my wildly beating heart. 

George looked down at me with the hap 
piest face I had ever seen. “I have a feel 
ing this is going to be one of those times,” 
he said gently. 


He was so right. 
THE END 








of thing 


George 


is shoul 
to be, to 
sist the 


I asked 
her head 
ladylike, 
. a 
g young 
now.” 
imicking 
George 
f humor 
rried—a 


> quickly 
Paul im- 
hen the 
d me to 





if he’s | 


probably 
ut now.” 
“T also 
that At 


with sur- 


out me? 


1y anger, 

address 
spot ata 
fessor of 
it’s kind 


a quiet 
yme, ter: 
h of all 


he only 


elight in 
en there 


married 


e on sort 

sit.” 
his ear. 

nn can't 


ement of 
e; a rare 
1 nodded 
; in this 
hould be 
r the un 
ng heart. 
the hap- 
re a feel 
e times, 


HE END 





ne 





Men 4v¢ Women 


with lovely, lustrous, thrilling hair appearance! 


Raveen’s new scientific formula 



















works to help stop dry scalp, 
splitting hair, breaking ends 


If you’ve been looking and 
looking for something that would 
glorify your hair and give it 
more beautiful and glamorous 
appearance, RAVEEN may be the 
answer to your prayers. RAVEEN gets 
to work on that dry, itchy, scaly scalp and 

helps Nature to give you the appearance that goes 

with shining billows of 

long, lustrous hair you've 
always wanted. If the length of 
your hair has been affected by its 
undue dryness, you owe it to 
yourself to try RAVEEN on 
our generous no risk offer. 





Mail coupon for no risk offer! 





RAVEEN Dept. 1-1 


1820 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago 16, Ill. 


Please send me RAVEEN at once on your gucranteed no 





Honey back guarantee 




















eeeeeeeeeeund 











Try RAVEEN according to direc- risk offer. 

tions. If not completely satisfied, re- (1! enclose $1.20 DD Send C€.O.D. plus postage 

turn unused portion of jar and full N 

. . . . ame. 

purchase price will be immediately 

refunded. Address 
City State. 
mundane: 





63 























Mother By Mistake 


(Continued from Page 21) 


lots of boy friends.” Jean began to whim- 
per. “That’s the reason Mommy left Daddy 
and me, Mrs. Purdy says.” 

What kind of mother does she have? I 
wondered. And where on earth was the 
child’s father? It was clear that whatever 
had happened between her parents had 
left little Jean hurt and confused. I made 
up my mind that I would have to do some- 
thing to help her. “I think you’d better 
go now,” I whispered to Tony. He started 
to protest and I said firmly, “I think it’s 
best, Tony. Please.” 

Jean had found a bowl of fruit and was 
hungrily nibbling at an apple. Scowling, 
Tony scooped up his hat and followed me 
to the door. “I don’t get this,” he said. 
“Why don’t you just call the cops and let 
them find this kid’s old lady?” 

Of course, he was right. Why should I 
get involved in something that was none of 
my business? But there was something so 
appealing about the chubby-faced child 
that I didn’t have the heart to send her 
away without at least finding out what was 
troubling her. Tony shrugged and aimed a 
kiss at my lips. But I turned my cheek to 
him. Somehow, the presence of the little 
girl and what she had said about her 
Mommy’s boy friends embarrassed me. 

“Don’t worry, darling,” I said to Tony. 
“T’ll get this straightened out tonight and 
by tomorrow it’ll all be over.” 

“T sure hope so,” he said in an injured 
tone. “I was counting on a real celebra- 
tion tonight.” 

“We've got plenty of time for that,” I 
told him. “This child’s got a real problem. 
I’ve never seen a child so frightened and 
upset before.” 

When I went back into my combination 
living room-bedroom, Jean was seated on 
the edge of the studio couch, munching 
thoughtfully on the apple. Her face bright- 
ened when she saw me. “I thought—I was 
afraid you were going to run away from 
me again,” she said between bites. 

I sat down beside her and helped her 
out of her coat. “Why should you think 
that, honey?” I asked. 

“Well, you did leave Daddy and me, 
you know,” she said solemnly. “And then, 
Mrs. Purdy kept saying that I got in your 
way.” 

“Oh, I see,” I said lamely, not knowing 
what else to say. 

“But if you just come back, I won’t be 
a bother,” Jean said eagerly. “Honest. 
I’m a big girl now and I can take care 
of myself.” 

“Jean—honey—there’s something you 
don’t understand,” I began. “I’m not—” 

Her bottom lip quivered and her eyes 
clouded. “Please come back!” she begged. 
“Daddy needs you, too. Ever since she 
started taking care of me, Mrs. Purdy 
said you were bad. But you’re not bad.” 


64 


The words poured out in a flood of an- 
guish. “You’re beautiful, just like Daddy 
always said!” 

I had a sudden thought. “Is your Daddy 
here with you? Waiting downstairs, may- 
be?” 

Jean shook her bright curls, then smiled 
as if she were enjoying a big secret. “He 
doesn’t even know where I am,” she whis- 
pered. 

I was stumped. Then, remembering my 
own giant appetite as a child, I decided it 
might be a good idea to feed my guest 
before getting the rest of her story. Later, 
after a snack of cold cuts, crackers and 
warm milk, I undressed Jean and draped 
one of my gowns around her slight form. 
Then I tucked her into bed. 

She stretched out her arms. “Aren’t 
you going to kiss me goodnight, Mommy?” 

I bent over and brushed my lips across 
her smooth forehead. “Goodnight, dear,” 
I said softly. “We'll get everything all 
fixed up tomorrow. Just wait and see.” 

“Everything is just fine now,” she mur- 
mured, settling back on the pillow. “I 
found you, that’s why.” 


] SWITCHED OFF the light and sat 

down to collect my thoughts. There was 
no use denying it, Jean had wandered 
into my life and right into my heart. The 
story she had told me made me even more 
determined to help her. It wasn’t a pretty 
story. I gathered that Jean’s mother had 
occupied the apartment before me, and 
that gave me something to work on. It 
would be easy enough to locate her through 
the rental agency. Her name was Anita 
Collins, and piecing together bits of in- 
formation Jean dropped, she hadn’t been 
exactly a model parent. 

Jean’s father ran a filling station in Bed- 
ford, a small town about 60 miles from 
the city. She told me that she had taken 
the money from her piggy bank, packed 
her bag, and boarded a bus that ran past 
her father’s place. The driver had recog- 
nized her and let her pay her fare with- 
out too many questions. She had an old 
letter bearing her mother’s address and 
made her way to the apartment building, 
unaware that Anita Collins had moved 
away. 

I couldn’t figure out whether I actually 
resembled Jean’s mother or the child had 
been so young when she was deserted that 
she couldn’t remember what her mother 
looked like. Since the heartbroken little 
girl had gone to such lengths to find her 
mother I decided it would be best to try 
and locate Anita Collins instead of getting 
in touch with her father. But there was 
nothing I could do until morning, so I un- 
dressed in the dark and slipped into bed. 

Jean stirred slightly and snuggled her 
warm little body up against me. I’ll never 


forget the quiet joy that surged through 
me as I cradled her in my arms. For the 
first time, I began to realize how empty 
my life really was, despite my job, my 
friends, the new apartment—and Tony, | 
wondered if I would ever have a child of 
my own to care for, to comfort. After a 
while I dozed off to sleep. 

Jean was still sleeping when I awoke 
early the next morning. I got Anita Col. 
lins’ phone number from the real estate 
agency and dialed it with a strange feel. 
ing that somehow I was betraying the 
trustful child. She seemed so positive that 
I was her long lost mother that it would 
be cruel to break the truth to her. Yet, in 
her present emotionally upset state, she 
needed a mother—her real mother. 

The phone rang a long time before | 
heard an irritated voice demand, “Yeah, 
who is it?” 

“Mrs. Collins? This is Marla Phelps,” 
I said. “I realize you don’t know me, but 
I’ve got the apartment you used to have.” 

“Big deal,” she said sarcastically. “But 
if you got me out of bed at this lousy 
hour to—” 

“Please, Mrs. Collins,” I cut in, stealing 
a glance at Jean to see if she had awak. 
ened. “I’m terribly sorry if I disturbed 


you, but this is very important. It’s about | 


Jean.” 

“Who?” Her voice was sharp. 

“Jean. She’s here at the apartment 
looking for you.” 

“You mean my Jean? But that’s im. 
possible. My daughter’s up in Bedford 
with her father.” 

I explained what had happened. “You 
see, Mrs. Collins,” I added, “Jean thinks 
I’m her mother.” 

There was silence at the other end of 
the wire, then a burst of harsh, high 
pitched laughter. “What d’ya know,” she 
managed finally. “Ain’t that something!” 
Suddenly she was no longer amused. “You 
pack that kid straight back to her old 
man,” she told me. “Why he must be 
nuts, letting her wander all over the 
country.” 

“I’m afraid it won’t be quite so simple, 
Mrs. Collins,” I said. I tried to explain 
how desperately Jean needed the reassur- 
ance of a mother’s love, and begged her 
to at least come over and see her daughter. 

“That’s out.” she snapped. “Your best 
bet is to get in touch with Jim. Give him 
the sob story you just handed me and 
he'll come running. Goodbye.” 

There was a click and I stared at the 
silent instrument in my hand as if trying 
to see through it to the woman I’d just 
talked with. What kind of a cold, heartles 
creature was she, I wondered. How coull 
anyone desert a sweet, lovable child like 
Jean, even if the father were a monster. 
And from Jean’s glowing description o 
Jim Collins, he was certainly not that. 

Reluctantly, I called Western Unio 
and sent a telegram to Jim Collins at Bed 
ford, telling him that his daughter ws 
safe and where she was. Jean stirred as! 
re-entered the room and I stood gazilt 





ee a a a eee 


4 


yel 


“ 


kid 
pos 


bee 
wal 
wh 
ing 

“ 
ing 
left 
goir 


se 


whe 
we 
my? 


Mr. 
yet 
mist: 
Set t 
what 
subj 
nice 
y 


waril 


aroul 
assur 
be bi 
have 

A: 
apart 
to pl. 


through 
For the 
w empty 
job, my 
Tony, | 
child of 
After a 


I awoke 
nita Col. 
al estate 
nge feel. 
ying the 
itive that 
it would 
-. Yet, in 
tate, she 
er. 

before | 
» “Yeah, 


Phelps,” 
me, but 
to have.” 


“But 


1is lousy | 


_ stealing 





id awak. 
listurbed | 
t’s about | 


partment 


nat’s im 


Bedford 


d. “You 
in. thinks 


r end of 
h, high- 

” she 
ething!” 
ed. “You 
her old 
must be 
over the 


> simple, 
explain 
reassul 
zged her 
laughter. 
‘our best 
Give him 
me and 


d at the 
if trying 
I’d just 
heartless 
»w could 
hild like 
monster. 
iption al 
that. 

2 Union 
s at Bed 
hter was 
rred as! 
1 gazing 





down at her round, innocent face framed 
by the coverlet. Something tugged at my 
heartstrings as her long lashes fluttered 
and unveiled her amazingly lustrous eyes. 

“Mommy,” she murmured ecstatically. 
She reached out and took my hand and 
pressed it to her lips. “Oh, I’m so happy!” 
she cried. 

I sat on the edge of the bed and gath- 
ered her in my arms. “I’m glad you’re 
happy. darling,” I said, pressing my face 
against her tousled curls. Later, as we 
dressed, I listened to Jean’s carefree chat- 
ter and found myself being drawn closer 
and closer to the motherless tot. It was 
silly, I chided myself. Like picking up a 
stray kitten, getting attached to it, then 
having to turn it over to the rightful owner. 
In a few hours, Jim Collins would arrive 
and demand his runaway daughter and 
I'd never see her again. 


A PHONE CALL from Tony interrupted 
my musing. “She’s still here,” I told 
him in answer to his question. 

“Listen, Marla,” he warned. “Get rid 
of her. You'll only get into a bunch of 
trouble. Why her father may have the 
cops out looking for kidnappers, for ail 
you know.” 

“But she’s such a sweet child, Tony. 
And she actually believes that I’m her 
mother. I don’t know—it gives me sort of 
a funny feeling.” I laughed. “Here I’ve 
got a daughter, and I’m not even married 
yet.” 

Tony cleared his throat, then said, 
“Look, honey, if you’re so anxious to have 
kids, well—” 

“Why, Tony darling! 
posal?” 

“Who knows? It’s a cinch I haven’t 
been able to get to first base any other 
way,” he said ruefully. “Anyway, this kid 
who’s adopted you as her mother is cramp- 
ing my style.” 

“Don’t worry, darling,” I said, suppress- 
ing the wild joy aroused by his somewhat 
left-handed proposal of marriage. “She’s 
going back home today.” 

“Great. I'll be by tonight.” 

Jean was staring at me questioningly 
when I turned away from the phone. “Are 
we really going back home today, Mom- 
my?” she asked. 

I hesitated. I’d decided to wait until 
Mr. Collins came before trying to explain, 
yet the longer I let Jean go on with her 
mistaken idea the harder it would be to 
set things straight later on. “I'll tell you 
what.” I suggested, abruptly changing the 
subject. “How'd you like to meet some 
nice children who live across the hall?” 
“You’re not tired of me?” she asked 
warily. 

I dropped to my knees and put my arms 
around her. “Of course not, honey,” I re- 
assured her. “It’s just that I’m going to 
be busy for a while and I want you to 
have some fun.” 

A short while later, I was alone in the 
apartment again. I had taken Jean over 
to play with the Wilkins children across 
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the hall. There was a girl who took care 
of the Wilkins boy and girl while their 
parents were at work, and I was pretty 
certain that Jean wouldn’t be subjected 
to any prying questions. I stood at the 
window gazing out reflectively. I missed 
Jean already and I realized that I had de- 
veloped a possessive attitude toward her. 
That was bad. 

I had straightened up the apartment 
and was still in my housecoat when the 
doorbell rang. A stranger stood at the 
door when I swung it open. He brushed 
past with scarcely a glance at me. “What 
kind of trick are you up to now, Anita?” 
he demanded. “I’m fed up with—” He 
stopped and stared at me in astonishment. 
“What—who are you?” he asked, a puz- 
zled frown on his face. 

“You’re Mr. Collins?” He nodded, and 
I explained, “I’m Marla Phelps. Your 
daughter came here last night looking for 
Mrs. Collins.” 

He glanced around. “But—where is 
Anita? And Jean? Is she all right?” 

“Jean is fine,” I told him. “But maybe 
I'd better start at the beginning. Won’t 
you sit down.” 

He sank onto the couch and his shoul- 
ders slumped wearily. “Thanks. I haven’t 
slept a wink since Jeannie ran away. I’m 
kind of beat.” He ran a hand across his 
eyes. “I’m sorry if I frightened you by 
bursting in here, Miss Phelps,” he apol- 
ogized. 

I watched him as he fumbled with a 
pack of cigarettes. He was a tall, lanky 
man, much younger than I had imagined 
from Jean’s description. And his eyes were 
full of an unexpected gentleness. They 
were full of the wisdom that comes from 
living—and loving—without fear or selfish- 
ness, 

He was handsome in a more rugged, in- 
teresting way than Tony, I noticed. His 
hands were big and strong, yet I found 
myself imagining the tenderness with 
which he must have fondled Jean all those 
years his wife was away. I held a match 
for his cigarette and began recounting the 
events of the night before. “There’s only 
one problem, Mr. Collins,” I added. “I 
know it sounds crazy, but—well, Jean 
thinks I’m her mother.” 

His jaw dropped and he stared at me. 
“Her mother!” 

“It’s been so long, I guess she’s for- 
gotten what Mrs. Collins looked like. Any- 
way. I haven’t had the heart to—” 

“You haven’t told her?” he asked 
quickly. 

! shook my head. “I got in touch with 
her mother. I thought that if she came 
here—” 

His jaw clamped shut. “She wouldn’t 
come,” he said grimly. “Not Anita. She’s 
too busy with—” He smiled suddenly. 
“Where is Jean now? I guess I’d better 
take her off your hands, Miss Phelps.” 

“Oh, she hasn’t been a bit of trouble,” 
I hastened to assure him. “But if you'll 
forgive me, taking her back home won’t 
solve her problem.” 
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Jim Collins heaved a sigh. “I know. A 
child needs a mother.” 

“This Mrs. Purdy—Jean talks a lot 
about her.” 

He unfolded his lanky form and jammed 
his fists into his pockets. “You don’t have 
to tell me about her,” he said unhappily. 
“She’s the woman I hired to take care of 
Jeannie. She’s a nagging old woman, and 
worse than that, a hopeless gossip. I’ve 
threatened to get rid of her for filling the 
child’s head with all sorts of wild talk 
about her mother.” 

He looked so unhappy pacing the floor 
that I couldn’t help wanting to say or do 
something to cheer him up. “It’s too bad 
Mrs. Purdy can’t—” 

He whirled to face me, his eyes blazing. 
“Of course, everything Mrs. Purdy and 
the others say about Anita is true!” His 
voice shook with emotion, but he con- 
trolled himself with an effort. “Sometimes 
two people make a mistake,” he continued 
more calmly. “But when there’s a child 
involved, they shouldn’t stop this side of 
hell to make a home and give the child 
the love it needs.” Jim Collins paused and 
shrugged his broad shoulders in a gesture 
of hopelessness. 

Just then Jean returned from her visit, 
and with a wild, happy shout. rushed into 
her father’s waiting arms. “Oh, Daddy,” 
she cried. “Now everything is peachy, 
just like Mommy said. She’s good and 
she’s beautiful and I love her, Daddy.” 

My throat was tight as I turned away 
from the touching scene and puttered aim- 
lessly around the tiny kitchen. When the 
excitement of the reunion was over, we 
ate, then settled down to an evening of 
talk and laughter that was so comforting 
and so natural that I felt a part of the 
little family. 

Jim had a wonderful sense of humor, 
and as he became more relaxed he kept 
Jean and me thoroughly entertained. I 
wondered how it was that Anita Collins 
had tossed away so much happiness. Any 
woman would be proud to have such a 
lovely daughter—and, I had to admit, such 
a good and gentle husband. 

Finally, Jean curled up in a chair and 
dropped off to sleep. Jim and I sat on the 
couch talking quietly. As the afternoon 
shadows outside lengthened, we seemed to 
be drawn together by an invisible bond. 
It might have been Jean and our common 
concern for her welfare, but I couldn’t 
deny that there was also a vital attraction 
this tall, loose-jointed man with the trou- 
bled eyes had for me. 

Jim talked of himself, his boyhood, his 
first head-over-heels love for Jean’s moth- 
er. I listened quietly as he told how in- 
fatuation had gradually turned to cold 
indifference and how he’d sought to patch 
things together after Jean was born. But 
Anita Collins felt differently. Then, bored 
with small town life and feeling herself 
hampered by a husband and child, she 
had left them both to find the thrills she 
yearned for. 

Our shoulders touched, and a strange 


sensation flooded through me. Slight as 
the contact was, it was a dozen times more 
exciting than Tony’s embraces. I let m 
thoughts wander into forbidden fields, day. 
dreaming of a lifetime of happiness with q 
man and child who could never be mine, 
Finally, weariness caught up with Jim and 
his head slumped to my shoulder. I told 
myself that the reason I didn’t move was 
because I didn’t want to disturb him. But 
in my heart I knew it was because of the 
good, warm feeling that his nearness gaye 
me. 


DON’T KNOW just when I dozed of 

or how long I slept, but the next thing 
I knew Tony was standing over us, his 
eyes glinting furiously. Jean stood beside 
him, pointing at us. “See? I told you 
Mommy and Daddy had gone to bed,” she 
exclaimed triumphantly. 

A hot flush raced to my cheeks as | 
realized that Jim was fast asleep, his head 
in my lap. “Jean!” 

She turned her wide eyes on me. “Well, 
this man rang the doorbell and I told him 
to go ’way,” she explained. “Do you like 
him better than you do Daddy?” A touch 
of fear entered her voice. 

I didn’t know what to answer. Jim came 
to my rescue when he roused himself and 
sat erect. “I’m sorry,” he apologized, 
Then he saw Tony glaring down at him 
and hastily got to his feet. 
old man—” he began, but Tony cut him off. 

“Look here, whoever you are, it’s bad 
enough for Marla to be playing nursemaid 
to stray kids who wander in, but when 
grown men start—” 

“Tony!” I burst out in shocked tones. 

“He’s right, Marla,” Jim admitted in a 
low voice. “I think Jeannie and I have 
imposed on your hospitality long enough. 
If you’ll help me get her things together, 
we'll head for home.” 

I was angry at both of them. Angry 
with Tony for his accusing attitude, and 
angry with Jim for meekly accepting 
Tony’s attempt to order me around. “Shut 
up both of you!” I shouted. “Youre so 


worried about each other’s feelings—what | 


about Jean?” I turned to Jim. “Have you 
forgotten that she has a serious problem 
that has to be solved one way or another 
before she can go home? Have you forgot- 
ten why she came here in the first place?” 

I flung off Tony’s restraining hand. 
“And as for you,” I continued bitterly, “I 
explained what the situation is, yet you 


break into my apartment and try to wreck | 


everything with your big mouth.” 
Tony quickly recovered from the fury 


and back again. “So that’s how it is?” he 
said insinuatingly. 


“What do you mean by that?” I snapped. | 


“You don’t have to draw pictures for 
me,” Tony sneered. “No wonder I could 
never make any headway with you. You're 
afraid to let yourself go and act like 4 
woman. You’re afraid of love, so you want 
to get yourself a ready-made family.” 

“Tony! What are you saying?” I gasped, 


“I’m sorry, | 
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my face burning with shame and rage. 

“Do you deny it?” he shot back. He 
yhirled on Jim as if to hit him, then 
thinking better of it, confined himself to 
yords. “Well, pal, you’re welcome to her. 
If you can thaw out that icicle, then more 

wer tO yuu!” 

With that, he jammed on his hat and 
somped out. A silence that I could al- 
most feel hung over the room. I dared 
not look at Jim. It was Jean, in her small, 
childish voice, who broke the tension. “I 
don’t think he likes you, Mommy,” she 
piped up. 

Jim’s hearty laughter bounced off the 
walls and I joined in, half laughing and 
half crying. I swept Jean into my arms 
and pressed my face against her soft body. 
Later, after I’d put her to bed, Jim 
brought up the subject I'd tried to avoid. 
“We still haven’t told her,” he reminded 
me, drawing me off into a corner. 

“T know.” 

“It’s got to be done, somehow,” he said 
grimly. “I’m her father, so it’s up to me.” 

He walked slowly over to the couch. 
“Jeannie baby,” he said softly. “We're go- 
ing home tomorrow and I’ve got a nice 
surprise for you. How would you like to 
have a new housekeeper instead of* Mrs. 
Purdy? One who won’t talk about your 
Mommy or scold you or—” 

Jean laughed and wriggled against the 
pillow. “But that’s silly, Daddy. We won’t 
have to have any housekeeper now. We’ve 
got Mommy back.” 

Jim scratched his ear thoughtfully. “Yes, 
but suppose she can’t come with us right 
away?” 

She jerked erect. “Isn’t Mommy coming 
with us, really?” she pouted. 

Jim’s shoulders sagged. He turned to 
me, his eyes pleading. I went over to him 
and put my hands on his shoulders. “Lis- 
ten here, young lady,” I said to Jean 
firmly, “I’m not going anywhere with a 
little girl who won’t go to sleep when she’s 
supposed to. Now, how about closing your 
eyes and we’ll talk about this in the 


| morning.” 


Slowly, she sank back into bed, her 
trusting eyes imploring me to stay with 
her. My heart was pounding with a futile 
eagerness to soothe away her fears. My 
palms on Jim’s solid shoulders were damp. 


| Jim leaned over and kissed her goodnight. 


Then I did. I switched off the light and 
we went into the kitchen. Jim sat on a 
stool in the corner, his head leaned back 
against the wall like a little boy at school. 
“Well, what are we going to do now?” he 
asked at last. 

“T don’t know.” 

“It’s all my fault,” Jim chided himself. 
‘I should never have let her think her 
mother was just away somewhere and 
would come back some day. I don’t know 
—every time I tried to tell her that her 
mother no longer wanted her, or me—” 
He closed his eyes and tightened his jaw. 

“You couldn’t go through with it,” I 
said. “Not being wanted—that’s the worst 
feeling in the world.” 


He opened his eyes and gazed deep into 
mine. “And being loved, being wanted?” 

“That’s the best feeling in the world,” 
I said softly. 

“How’s it all going to end, Marla?” 
Jim asked. 

I didn’t answer, but in my heart I knew 
the way I wanted it to end. Yet, it was a 
crazy dream. I’d let Jean weave a spell 
around me and I had extended it to in- 
clude her father. Love didn’t happen that 
way, I told myself. Or did it? I looked at 
Jim, studied the firm line of his jaw, the 
deep, dark eyes that could sparkle with 
so much vitality. 


A SRUPILY, I got up and went to look 
in on Jean. After a few moments I re- 
gained my composure and returned. Jim 
was sitting at the table, his chin buried in 
his hands. “How is she?” he asked. 

I gave him a smile. “Sleeping like an 
angel.” 

“Then I guess I’d better be moving on,” 
he said. “I’ll dig myself up a room some- 
where and pick Jean up early in the 


morning.” He stood up. “I’m sorry I 
spoiled your evening with what’s-his- 
name.” 


“Tony?” I shook my head. “There was 
nothing to spoil, Jim. I’m glad I found 
out in time.” 

“That makes me feel a little better, 
anyway.” He started out, then turned 
back and said, “Marla, do you suppose—” 

“What, Jim?” 

“Oh, nothing. Just a sudden thought I 
had.” He gave a short laugh. “It’s just 
that I hate to leave. It’s so home-like and 
cozy here. A hotel room will be quite a 
comedown after this.” 

“Stay a while,” I invited. “I’ll make 
some coffee and find some cookies or 
something to go with it.” 

He got down the cups and saucers. 
“This is just like home,” he exclaimed. 
“You know something? I’m a darn good 
dishwasher, too.” 

Later, as he stirred his coffee, he said 
without looking up, “Marla, maybe you'll 
kick me out afterwards, but—well, you’ve 
been so nice to Jeannie and me.” He 
paused. 

“That’s not hard to do. You have a very 
charming daughter, Mr. Collins!” I added 
in a light tone. 

“Tt’s more than that,” he went on. 
“Maybe I shouldn’t say it tonight. You 
might think that just because you let 
Jeannie adopt you I was trying to get 
away with something—” 

“If you’re thinking about what Tony 
said, I guess he was right, in a way,” I 
said earnestly. “I’ve got some funny ideas 
about love and romance. Maybe it’s be- 
cause I’m from a small town, too. But I 
made up my mind a long time ago that I 
would wait for the real thing.” I smiled 
faintly. “That doesn’t make a girl too 
popular with some men.” 

Jim nodded silently and suddenly I 
noticed that his eyes were no longer 
troubled. They were smiling. His hand 
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reached out across the table and captured 
mine. “Marla, sometimes two people can 
be together for years and not really know 
each other,” he said softly. “Then again, 
a man and woman can meet for the first 
time and something wonderful happens. 
That’s the way it was when I walked in 
here.” 

A slow smile crinkled his eyes. “That 
fellow Tony called you an icicle. You’re 
not cold. You’re warm and good and kind. 
You’re a lovely woman, Marla,” he said. 

He got up and came over to me. Gently, 
he raised me to my feet. I closed my eyes 
and felt his lips caressing my cheek. I 
was whirling up dizzily in a soft, cloudy 
mist. I felt relaxed and contented inside. 
This was what I wanted, tender affection 
and gentle caresses, not the hot passion- 
ate embraces of Tony and the other men 
I had known. Jim was different because 
his kisses were not the bruising, demand- 
ing kind I always shrank from in the past. 

As Jim held me in his arms, I thought 
about Tony’s angry remark that I was as 
cold as an icicle. But he was wrong, be- 
cause now I felt a heart-thrilling glow 
spreading all through me. 

Slowly, I opened my eyes and looked 
up at Jim. A sudden chill ran through me. 
I stiffened and tried to pull away from 
him. For glinting in his eyes was the same 
spark that glowed in Tony’s eyes when he 
was aroused by our lovemaking. The 
physical desire was so plainly etched on 
Jim’s face that I was shocked. He was no 
different from all the others! 

“Marla. what’s wrong?” he whispered, 
his voice hoarse with emotion. 

“T think you’d better go,” I said coldly. 

“But, darling, I——” He stopped, a 
puzzled look on his face. “I’m sorry if I 
did something I shouldn’t have,” he said, 
regaining his composure. 

“Oh, you didn’t do anything any differ- 
ent from all the others,” I said sarcas- 
tically. “You men want only one thing 
from a woman, and if she doesn’t give in 
you say she’s an ice cube!” 

Jim’s eyes were full of concern as he 
shook his head and said, “You're all 
wrong about this, Marla. Maybe I should 
have waited until we’d known each other 
longer, but believe me, I wasn’t making a 
pass at you.” 

He sounded so sincere that for a mo- 
ment I felt I may have been wrong about 
his motives. Then, recalling the naked de- 
sire I’d seen in his eyes and all the things 

Tony had said about me, I turned my back 
and snapped, “You’d better leave now. 
It’s still early enough for you to drive 
back home if you start right now. It'll 
mean waking Jeannie up > my voice 
broke. “I’m sorry.” 

Jim said after a long pause, “I’m sorry, 
too—for you.” 

We barely spoke as we dressed Jeannie 
and bundled her up for the long drive 
home. Finally, they were ready to go and 
I stood facing Jim at the door. He was 
grim-faced and unsmiling, holding Jean- 
nie in his arms. She stirred sleepily as he 





said unemotionally, “Well, thanks fo, 
everything. We—that is, Jeannie yjlj 
never forget you. Goodbye.” 

“Goodbye?” Jeannie’s eyelids  fley 
open and she looked around in panic. 
“Where are we going, Daddy?” she 
asked. “Isn’t Mommy coming with us?” 

“No, she’s not coming with us,” Jim 
grated through clenched teeth. “And jt’; 
about time you knew the truth. This js 
not your mother.” 

“No!” The agonized cry knifed through 
my heart and it was all I could do to keep 
from snatching her to my breast and 
denying Jim’s words. “Goodbye, Jeannie.” 
I said, and bent over to kiss her. But she 
jerked her head to one side and Jim 
went out the door. 

If she had cried, I think I could have 
stood it better than the stony silence. And 
I stood in the door long after the sound 
of Jim’s footsteps on the stairs had ceased, 


I DIDN’T go to sleep that night. Over 
and over I told myself that I had done 
the right thing in sending Jim away. | 
made a pot of coffee and sat sipping the 
strong brew and chain-smoking. My 
thoughts were confused and my emotions 
were all jumbled. There was no doubt 
about my feelings for Jeannie. The little 
girl who had wandered into my life had 
completely won my heart, and in the brief 
time we had been together I learned to 
love her as if she had been my own. 

But could love between a man and 
woman grow into the real thing so 
quickly? Jim had said that it was possible, 
and I believed him until I discovered that 
he was after the same thing that all men 
wanted from a woman. I didn’t consider 
myself a prude. And I knew the “facts of 
life,” that physical love was an important 
part of married life. The trouble was that 
there had been so many Tonys in my life, 
men who considered single girls like my- 
self fair game. 

I knew plenty of girls who accepted the 
situation and drifted from one temporary 
love affair into another. Like me, they had 
nice jobs and had grown accustomed to 
living alone, so marriage was not their 
goal. 

However, I had always believed that 
some day the right man would come along 
and I wanted to save myself for him. For 
that reason, I had never let my friend- 
ships get out of hand. Tony was not the 
first fellow to accuse me of being cold. 
But Jim had said that I was warm and 
affectionate, and sitting there alone in the 
silent apartment, just the thought of him 
set my heart pounding furiously. Remen- 
bering his gentle smile and kind eyes 
brought a flush to my cheeks and I felt 
a myriad of strange emotions seething 
through me. 

Finally the night ended and I dragged 
myself off to work. Somehow, I made it 
through the day, but when I got back 
home the place seemed lifeless and emp- 
ty. I missed Jeannie’s cheery chatter and 
I found myself wondering how it would 
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be to walk into a house into the waiting 
gms of a man Jim’s. 

| wandered aimlessly about the apart- 
ment, trying to figure out what was wrong 
with me. Always before, my “dream man” 
had been a vague figure with an indistin- 
guishable face. He was not a real person, 
just someone in my dreams. But now, the 
face belonged to Jim. Why was that? I 
asked myself. He had shown he was just 
like all the rest . . . or was he? 

The ringing of the telephone broke into 
the confused jumble of my thoughts. It 
was Tony. 

“Hi, baby!” he said breezily. “Is every- 
thing back to normal yet?” 

“My visitors left last night, if that’s 
what you mean,” I said tonelessly. I didn’t 
feel like talking to Tony just then. 

“Good deal! You had me scared for a 
vhile.” 

“Scared? Of what?” I asked. 

“Well, when I walked into your place 
and saw you cuddled up with that stran- 
get I thought you had finally given in. The 
only trouble was, it wasn’t me on that 
couch with you,” he explained. 

“You’ve got a one-track mind!” I said 
indignantly. “What made you think Id 
act any different with Jim Collins than I 
have with you?” I demanded. 

Tony laughed. “I know enough about 
women to be able to tell when they’re in 
love.” 

“In love!” I couldn’t keep the astonish- 
ment out of my voice. 

“Don’t play innocent,” Tony said. “That 
character had you dreamy-eyed. I saw the 
way you looked at him and I said to my- 
self, ‘Tony, you’re a dead duck. She’s in 
love with this dope.’ Yep, you really had 
me worried for a while.” 

“You’re kidding me,” I managed, after 
catching my breath. 

“The hell I am,” he retorted. “It was 
written all over your face, as plain as day!” 





ONY RATTLED ON for a few min- 

utes, but I didn’t hear a word he said. 
All I could think of was the possibility that 
he was right about me—that I was in love 
with Jim and didn’t know it. The idea hit 
me with such force that I was speechless. 
If Tony had seen my feeling for Jim so 
plainly, then Jim also must have seen my 
love mirrored in my eyes, written on my 
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face. If that were so. then he really hadn’t 
been making a pass, but was responding 
to an emotion that I did not know was stir- 
ring inside me. 

It seemed an eternity before Tony finally 
said goodbye and hung up. Then, with my 
heart beating like a thousand drums, I 
telephoned Jim in Bedford. 

“T called to—to find out how Jeannie 
stood the trip,” I said hesitantly when Jim 
answered the phone. 

His voice, sounding far away and yet so 
near, gave no hint of his feelings. “Thanks 
for calling,” he said. “Jeannie is fine, ex- 
cept—” 

“She’s not sick?” I cut in quickly. 

“No, not sick. I bought her a new doll, 
so maybe that will take her mind off—off 
things.” 

Suddenly, I could no longer maintain the 
impersonal attitude I had adopted. “Jim 
—darling,” I blurted out. “Jeannie’s not 
the real reason I called. What I mean is, 
not the real reason.” 

I gave a shaky little laugh. “What I’m 
trying to say, Jim, is that I love you,” I 
said. 

“Even though I’m like all the rest, 
asked, in gently scolding tones. 

“Please forget I said that, darling,” I 
begged. “You’re not like all the rest. It 
just took me a long time to realize it. And 
now—” 

“And now?” 

“T want to be Jeannie’s mother—for 
real.” 

There was a long pause, then Jim said 
soberly, “Jeannie’s looking for a mother, 
but I’m looking for a wife, Marla.” 

Happiness surged through me and my 
hand shook as I held the phone tighter to 
my ear. “That’s what I want to be, Jim— 
your wife!” 

Breathlessly, I waited for his answer. 
When it came, my heart was so full I was 
afraid it would burst. “We’ll come and get 
you, darling,” Jim said. “Jeannie and I.” 

And while I waited for my new family 
to arrive, I realized that I had become the 
richest of women. Not only did I have the 
tender love of a sweet little girl, but the 
richer, deeper love of a wonderful man. If 
I had ever been an icicle, as Tony claimed, 
then I was melting fast. And the sooner 
Jim arrived, the sooner I could prove it. 


THE END 


” Jim 
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I Played With Fire 


(Continued from Page 37) 


no to me when I really wanted something. 

Still, it pleased me to have other men 
after me. I let them all know that J. R. 
was my man, but always let it appear that 
I might be talked into a change. This way 
there was usually one or two hopefuls 
around to please my vanity. 

The most persistent of these was Clint 
Roberts. Clint was easily the catch in the 
senior class. He had close-cropped black 
hair and a smooth complexion of which 
he was very proud. Although he never 
played at any sports, he had the physique 
of a champion athlete. He also had the 
clothes and money to go along with his 
good looks. 

Clint was a real smoothie with the girls. 
He had a reputation as a heartbreaker. 
However, this didn’t stop the girls from 
falling for his line when he chose to 
offer it. 

I suppose it started out as a routine op- 
eration for him, when Clint first tried to 
add me to his list. I soon changed that by 
not paying him any attention. It was a real 
surprise to him when I refused to ride with 
him around the campus in his sports car. 
He let me alone for a while after that. 

Then one day, just as I was finishing my 
lunch, he came up to the table in the cafe- 
teria where, it happened, I sat alone. He 
placed his tray along side mine and took a 
seat without asking. 

“Why didn’t you tell me you were en- 
gaged?” he demanded, scowling at my 
ring. 

I affected surprise. “Isn’t everybody?” 

“Not to the point where they can’t have 
dates with other fellows once in a while,” 
he insisted. 

“What makes you think I can’t have 
dates?” 

“T asked around and the guys told me 
that you don’t date anybody but your 
fiance,” he said. 

I looked at him coyly. “Maybe that’s 
because no one that I would like to go 
out with has asked me.” 

“Well, I’m asking,” he said. 

I stood up and smiled down at him. “T’ll 
have to think it over.” 

“I'll phone you,” he said as I left. 

True to his promise, he did phone me 
that same night. It really irked him when 
I pretended not to know who he was until 
he made me remember our lunch time con- 
versation. He talked very surly after that 
and I finally hung up on him. He called 
right back and apologized. I accepted and 
we agreed to be friends, and I promised 
to think about giving him a date. 

He called me almost nightly from then 
on. We got so. we joshed one another 
back and forth, but I never gave in to his 
pleas for a date. I accused him good- 


naturedly of being “a jiver,” and interested 
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only in adding me to his list of bedmates. 
He pretended to be hurt by such an ac- 
cusation and insisted that he was serious. 

Sometimes it was a great temptation to 
give in, for Clint was a smooth talking 
man if there ever was one. But I kept my 
objectives before me. I knew that a play- 
boy was not going to give me the security 
I wanted. My best bet was plain old J. R. 
Brown and I wasn’t going to risk losing 
him. 

Even though things had changed for me 
since coming to the university—even 
though life was pleasant and meaningful, 
I had not forgotten the misery I had felt 
in Quick Creek. The happiness I found 
only sharpened my determination to make 
it last at all costs. 


F I HAD STUCK to this I wouldn’t 

have this sad tale to tell now. The fact 
is, I did begin to date Clint. About the 
middle of our final semester, when he was 
sure of graduating. J. R. began to spend 
most of his spare time working at Williams 
Drugstore. He wanted to gain as much 
practical experience as possible before he 
took his board examination. 

“That New York Board of Examiners is 
rough,” he explained. “I’ve got to pass 
it to get the job I’m after.” 

So while he worked I sat idle, except 
for Clint’s phone calls. It was awfully de- 
pressing to watch the other girls in the 
dorm dress and hurry out to meet their 
dates, especially when you have a closet 
full of nice clothes and a persuasive fellow 
on the telephone. Finally I agreed to go to 
a movie with Clint. 

Instead of a movie he took me to a night 
club. I’d never been in one before and I 
didn’t trust Clint. I wouldn’t accept any- 
thing to drink until he got the waitress to 
bring the bottle of coke to our table and 
open it and pour it into a glass before 
my eyes. 

This naive demonstration made every- 
one sitting around us laugh. I felt so 
sheepish that I allowed the waitress to add 
a small amount of rum to my coke. It 
tasted nice and, to my surprise, I didn’t 
get high. 

The evening was very exciting for me. 
I was seeing my first naughty show and 
some of it embarrassed me, but it was fun. 
Clint was a perfect gentleman. He even 
vetoed a second rum cola for me because 
he didn’t think I was used to it. 

We got back to the dorm just before 
curfew and in the little entrance hallway, 
I let him kiss me. He did a much more 
professional job of it than J. R., but I was 
satisfied to learn that it didn’t upset me. 
That convinced me that I could handle 
Clint and we dated several times after that. 
However, each time I was careful to clear 





it with J. R. beforehand. He never quit 
liked the idea of me going out with som 
one with the reputation of Clint Robern 
but he was never able to deny me anything 
I wanted to do. 

In May the competition for June Week 
Queen was held. Clint put my name jy 
nomination and got his fraternity brother; 
to back me. J. R. didn’t approve of tha 
either, but he didn’t come right out and 
voice any opposition. So I was able to ra. 
tionalize that there was no harm in being 
nominated since I didn’t actually expec 
to win. 

But I did win; and it was partly J. R’; 
fault. The balloting was very close be. 
cause there were quite a few candidates 
and the vote was split. Even with Clint’s 
frat brothers behind me I might not have 
won. However, J. R. was popular among 
the pharmacy students, so they voted as q 


block for “his girl.” That decided things 


in my favor. y 
As June Week Queen I was official 
hostess at all functions. June Week fol. 
lowed final examinations and it ended with 
graduation exercises on Friday noon. It 

was the zenith of the collegiate social sea- 

son. 

The high point of the week was the 
Senior Ball on Thursday night. I was look. 
ing forward to it happily until Clint came 
to the dorm and said that he expected to 
be my date that night. He explained that 
it was traditional for the queen to attend 
the dance with the man who had nominated 
her. 

I knew perfectly well what I should do— 
tell him that, queen or not, I could not 
attend the Senior Ball with anyone except 
my fiance. But being June Week Queen 
was the greatest honor of my college 
career. It was going to be the thing that 
I remembered most fondly in later years. 

I didn’t want anything to spoil it. 

I didn’t want to go to the ball with 
Clint; yet how could I refuse him? How 
could I flaunt tradition without marring 
the pleasure of being queen? I called J. R. 
at the drugstore. He listened quietly as | 
explained my predicament. 

“What do you want to do?” he asked 
finally. 

If only he had told me what he would 
insist that I'd better do! 

“I... 1 want to do the right thing,” 
I said uneasily. 

“Meaning?” 

“Well, Clint did nominate me . 
could scarcely breathe. ; 

“All right,” J. R. said, just as I’d known | 
he would. 

“You won’t be angry? You'll under 
stand?” 

“T . . . won’t be angry,” he said. 

Suddenly I was filled with tender feeling 
for him. 

“Oh, J. R., I love you so much.” I almost 
sobbed it. And I knew it was true, but 
somehow I couldn’t bring myself to refuse 
to go to the dance with Clint. 

It was with a terrible sense of guilt that 
I entered the beautifully decorated hall 
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the night of the dance on Clint’s arm. He 
seemed more handsome than ever and there 
was a special exuberance about him. 

The dean of women came up and kissed 
me warmly, saying I was beautiful and she 
was proud of me. The president of the 
university and his wife shook hands with 
me and posed with Clint and I for pic- 
tures. All about me were radiant, happy 
faces and I was the center of attention. It 
was truly my shining hour, or it should 
have been. 

However, nowhere did I see the quiet, 
thoughtful face of my fiance. Where was 
he? Perhaps he had finally gotten fed up 
with me. All at once I was panicky. I 
might have run from the hall, but at that 
moment, Clint pushed a cup of punch into 
my hand. 

“Drink this,” he said. 

I did and immediately felt a burning 
sensation in my throat. It soothed my 
nerves magically. 

I looked up at Clint questioningly. 

“There was gin in it. One of my buddies 
fixed it up special,” he confided. 

I handed him the empty cup. “Get him 
to fix another,” I said. 

During the course of the evening I drank 
a good many cups of punch laced liberally 
with gin. I guess the last few were gin 
laced with punch. We left the dance at 
3 a.m., and, as the saying goes, I was 
feeling no pain. 

I leaned heavily on Clint’s arm as he 
guided me toward his car. There was an- 
other couple with us and we all piled in 
laughing. 

“Let’s get some breakfast,” said Clint. 

The other couple was all for it and I 
didn’t care one way or the other, so we 
went. Clint decided on a little place he 
knew of on the other side of town. A quiet 
place with good food, he said. It was a 
rather long ride and by the time we ar- 
rived my alcoholic jovialness had faded. 
I felt dull. 


THE QUIET PLACE turned out to be 
an after-hours club operating behind a 
respectable house front in a residential 
neighborhood. The other girl seemed quite 
familiar with the place, as though she had 
been there before, so I made no protest 
about entering despite some misgivings. 

The entire first floor was a kind of din- 
ing room with pie-plate size tables about 
the floor and a small bar at one end. It 
was very crowded, but the people were 
not any I had known at the university. 
They were older and coarser than the 
school bunch. 

We found a table in a corner near the 
juke box and Clint ordered steaks all 
around. There was a lot of noise in the 
room and when the juke box began blar- 
ing, it was unbearable. Between records I 
told Clint that I had a headache and 
couldn’t stand the noise. 

“Well, let’s go downstairs to the play- 
room,” he suggested. 

“Anyplace out of this bedlam,” I said. 
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Clint called the waitress and said some- 
thing that I didn’t hear because the juke 
box had started up again. She went away 
and in a few minutes she was back beck- 
oning for us to follow her. 

She led us across the packed room to a 
small door near the bar and down a flight 
of stairs into the basement. We entered 
a softly lit room. The only furniture was a 
low divan with an equally low table in 
front of it. There was a tray on the table 
containing a fifth of gin, two glasses, a 
bottle of ginger ale and a dish of ice. 

Then I noticed that the other couple had 
not followed us. €lint paid the waitress 
and she left. He closed the door behind 
her and slid a bolt into place. There was 
no other exit to the room, not even a 
window. Awakening to what was happen- 
ing, I started toward the door, but Clint 
caught me in his arms. 

“What is this?” I demanded. 

His voice was husky in my ear. “This is 
my night, Sugar.” 

“No,” I said, pushing him; but he forced 
me easily across the room onto the couch. 

“Sit there and I'll fix you a drink,” he 
said. 

“No, thanks,” I said. 
better get out of here.” 

“There is no hurry,” he said, leaning 
over to kiss me. 

I remained passive. making no response 
whatever. I hoped that would make him 
realize that he was being silly. However, 
my lack of action only seemed to inflame 
him more. His kisses became urgent and 
his hands began roaming. I twisted away 
from him, but he was after me like a cat. 
His weight sprawled us across the divan. 

“Stop it, you fool!” I snapped angrily. 
“Remember, I’m engaged.” 

Clint just laughed. “Oh sure. You’re en- 
gaged to one guy and you go to the biggest 
social function of the year with another. 
You’ve got it all figured out how you can 
have your cake and eat it, too. You must 
think everybody’s a square.” 

The truth in Clint’s statement got 
through to me and I was ashamed. 

“Let me go, please.” I begged him. 

“Later,” he said. “Nobody makes a 
sucker out of Clint Roberts forever.” 

His eyes were glassy and his voice a 
rasping whisper as he leaned over me. 
And then we were fighting; like two ani- 
mals in the jungle. 

It seemed like an eternity that we 
struggled there on the divan. My only 
thought was that I must resist. Dimly I 
heard a muffled crash and I supposed we 
had knocked over the table. But then I 
heard the sound again and it came from 
directly overhead. There was the sound 
of screaming. 

Clint heard, too. He released me abrupt- 
ly and ran to the door. When he got it 
open the sound of breaking glass and 
shouts came rushing in. He turned to me. 

“Come on, quick, we’ve got to get out of 
here. It’s a raid,” he said. 

He grabbed my hand and pulled me out 


“T think we had 


of the room and down the hallway search. 
ing for a back way out. We ran right into 
the arms of two burly policemen. 
Several hours later it was davlight. | 
should have been in the dormitory donning 


my cap and gown for the last march across | 


the campus. Instead, I stood meekly in a 
courtroom while my mother paid my $11.75 
fine for being in a disorderly house. The 
dean of women was there looking as 
though she would be sick. 

She was very kind to my mother and 
told her that she still thought of me as a 
fine girl and that I would still receive my 
degree. However, she explained that the 
university officials had voted not to allow 
me, or Clint, to participate further in the 
graduation activities. 

While everyone else was at the stadium 
watching the graduates receive _ their 
coveted “Sheepskins,” my mother helped 
me move my things from the dormitory to 
her hotel. 

My mother was seeing me for the first 
time in four years. The circumstances 
must have been a shock to her, but she 
bore up under it well. Her only comment 
was that she thought we ought to go home 
as soon as possible. I agreed. 

I thought of J. R. constantly. My heart 
yearned for him, but I made no attempt 
to contact him—TI was too ashamed. How 
much humiliation I must have caused him! 

We had just completed our packing 
when there was a knock at the door. 
Mother opened it and there stood J. R. and 
an elderly gentleman. 

“T’m J. R. Brown, Mrs. Lowery, your 
daughter’s fiance,” he introduced himself 
politely. “This is my dad, Mr. J. R. Brown, 
Sr. May we come in?” 

Wordlessly she let them in. J. R. came 
directly to me. He held out a tightly 
rolled diploma to me. 

“This is yours,” he said. “I got permis 
sion to bring it to you, since we are getting 
married.” 

I was so choked up I couldn’t talk. My 
eyes went misty. 

Behind me I heard J. R.’s dad clear his 
throat noisily and say to my mother, 

“Er .. . Mrs. Lowery, wouldn't you 
care for some dinner?” 

And he skillfully left J. R. and me alone. 

I walked into his open arms and he 
kissed me hungrily. There was a response 
from me that I’d never been aware that I 
was capable of. He pulled his lips away 
from mine and I clung to him breathlessly. 

“You had your turn at running our lives, 
now it’s mine,” he said. 

“Yes,” I said. 

“We'll get married in the morning.” 

“Yes,” I said. 

“Then we're going to New York, but 
only for a honeymoon. After that we're 
going to Alabama and convert my Dad’s 
variety store into a drugstore.” 

“Yes,” I said. 


“And we're going to live happily ever | 


after.” he said. 
“Yes,” I said. “Yes.” 


THE END 
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Should A Wife Ever Say ‘No’ 


(Continued from Page 8) 


generate from their home education in sex. 
Made to walk the straight and narrow as a 
girl, the average woman is more strait- jack- 
eted sexually than a man. Far too often 
her parents have painted sex as shameful, 
sinful and dirty. Her self-righteous mother 
has schooled her with the idea that “men 
are brutes,” that sex is something a wife 
has to “suffer.” Prejudiced with this 
such a girl inevitably 
grows up into the wife who desperately 
pleads that she’s “too tired” for sex. 

Illustrating the harm that poor sex edu- 
cation can cause, famed marriage counselor 
Dr. Joan Malleson cites the case of a wom- 
an who suffered from painful spasms dur- 
ing marital relations and was relieved when 
her husband sought an annulment. Yet, 
without realizing that ignorance was the 
cause of her ailment, she admitted to Dr. 
Malleson: “I had always dreaded marriage 
because I thought it would hurt exactly 
like the enemas my mother used to give.” 

Another woman revealed: “I always feel 
as if Mother and all the neighbors back 
home were watching everything that goes 

Thus, her guilt feelings, caused by 
inadequate sex education, stood in the way 
of relations with her husband, for “too 
many people in the bedroom” was at the 
bottom of her difficulty. Not real people, 
of course, but mental images representing 
childhood authority figures—father, mother, 
teachers and others who laid down the law 
on sex and enforced it with punishments 
if their “laws” were broken. 

These “laws” help govern a network of 
sensitive emotions which are also impor- 
tant elements helping explain why a wife 
says “no” to her husband. For while his 
love for her basically consists of his satis- 
faction with her as a sexual partner, her 
love for him firstly consists of preferring 
him as a life companion, the father of her 
children, the harbinger of her security and 
status. His performance as a lover is im- 
portant, to be sure, but not an indispens- 
able requirement. 

But if a husband need not be a Lothario, 
he also should not treat his wife like a 
love-’em-and-leave-*em bachelor. For a 
woman needs to live with a man, not just 
sleep with him. Unlike his wife, a man is 
aroused by the mere idea of sex, anticipa- 
tion puts him in the mood and the mere 
physical act will satisfy him. But not so 
for a woman. Her physical intimacy is 
‘sentially part of the wider and deeper 
atmosphere surrounding it, the emotional 
overtones vibrating through it. 
her physical response is shaped by her 
emotions. Unless the setting is right, en- 
tiched by a thoughtful husband’s patience 
and tact, sexual experience for his wife 
may be meaningless, even something to be 


In short, 


avoided whenever possible. 

A wife’s distaste for sex may also grow 
out of the complacent male’s tendency to 
take her for granted like comfortable old 
shoes. Having won her after an ardent 
courtship, he gradually dispenses with the 
“frills” of love-making, tending to think 
that billing and cooing are not only un- 
necessary but theatrical. Even worse, she 
plays second fiddle to his job, friends, hob- 
bies or outside recreation and often is so 
shut off from his world that she suffers ten- 
sion. As one fed-up wife put it: “I might 
just as well talk to a stone wall for all the 
response I get from my husband. During 
the day he doesn’t have two words to say to 
me then at night he expects me to cuddle 
up in his arms when he says, ‘come on, 
baby.’ If he can’t love me during the day, 
how can he love me at night?” 

Her question is a warning to the husband 
who refuses to modify his habits to agree 
with his wife’s, who persistently starves her 
of praise, companionship and repeated as- 
surances of his love. For she can be so 
deeply hurt that she becomes sexually un- 
responsive. 

Similar reactions may also occur in wives 
whose husband’s parade their pre-marital 
sexual memories on the pretense that they 
are confessing past sins. But the shock and 
conflict set up by these confessions often 
result in long periods of actual frigidity 
and even permanent emotional injury for 
a wife. 

Another reason why wives shun their 
husbands is their fear of pregnancy. Some 
beauty-conscious wives don’t want to lose 
Others fear the pain of child- 
birth or possible death. Some worry about 
having a child with unsound character- 
istics. Others don’t want to have children 
because they don’t wish to be tied down. 

Conversely, some women gradually lose 
their interest in sex after years of marriage 
mainly because they have turned their ex- 
clusive attention to their children and only 
occasionally tolerate their husband’s sexual 
sallies to keep them pacified. This loss of 
sex interest may also be due to exhaustion 
from the rigors of child-bearing, or loss of 
capacity for orgasm. 

Finally, a wife’s hostility toward her 
husband may be for other than sexual 
reasons. If she happens to be an unscru- 
pulous wife, she may use sex as a weapon. 
With cold bargaining power, she may sub- 
mit to her husband’s desires only after 
extracting promises of what she wants— 
usually in the way of female luxuries. Such 
a misuse of sex, however, makes it a mock- 
ery rather than the sustained, mutually 
fulfilling and creative relationship that it 


can be for married couples. THE END 


their figure. 
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My Soul For Sale 


(Continued from Page 25) 


knew. Eddie was hooked again. 

“Oh, Eddie!” I said, and I threw my 
arms around him and he began to cry. 

“It was what you said about the baby, 
he sobbed. “I got to thinking about it and 
it damned near killed me. I can’t give you 
a baby, sugar. The doctors say I’m like a 
mule. I can’t give you a baby, and it’s 
eating me up!” 

I held him in my arms like the baby I 
wanted and he sobbed and cried and 
blamed himself for marrying me and swore 
he’d never want the stuff again if I’d only 
forgive him. 

“Eddie, there’s 
told him. 

“Then, you'll help me.” he said. 

“Of course I'll help you,” I said. 

I felt so warm and maternal about him. 
I felt he was my baby and I had to make 
a man out of him. Oh, it was strictly from 
big-foot country, smack out of Delaware, 
but that’s the way it was. 

He swore he was off the stuff. but he 
wasn’t. He lost his job with the hot com- 
bo and when I went down there and 
pleaded for them to take him back, they 
told me they couldn’t work with him any 
more—the bunch of hay-burners! 

But hay wasn’t Eddie’s problem any- 
more, nor even the next step. He wasn’t 
a student anymore. He’d graduated. His 
problem was the needle. He had the mon- 
key on his back. 

But he said he would lick it if I helped 
—and I tried. 

For days I never left him for a minute. 
We had a few dollars saved and we knew 
that if he licked the habit he could get 
work. It was the nights that were really 
tough for him. Late at night, around three 
in the morning. God! He would start 
to shiver and groan and then he would 


” 


nothing to forgive,” I 


beg for it. He’d beg me to call The Num- 
ber. He’d beg for just “one little taper-off 
one.” 


He would sweat and shiver and groan 
and cry. Finally I had to give in. He was 
so pitiful. I called The Number and The 
Man came. He looked like a Chicago 
slicker. His clothes were flashy and his 
hair was too slick and he smelled of cheap 
cologne. But he wasn’t cheap. He came 
high and did a strictly cash business— 
forty bucks. 

Eddie screamed at him and called him a 
shyster and a highway robber but The 
Man knew Eddie was hooked and that was 
the price. I paid him and he gave Eddie 
the little “taper fix.” 

I watched and it’s something I’ll never 
forget—that sleek, slimy pusher standing 
there grinning, Eddie’s craven pitiful 
eagerness and the way he suddenly smiled, 
rolled his head around and relaxed, like a 
baby given the nipple. The Man sucked 


his teeth, looked me over from head to 
foot and went away. 

But the next night was even tougher, 
Eddie screamed and vomited. He twisted 
and twitched and beat the bed. Tears rap 
out of his eyes like a waterfall. He groaned 
and whimpered, shivered and coughed, but 
I wouldn’t call The Number. I held him 
close and put his head against my breast, 
Finally he stopped whimpering and 
dropped off to sleep. 

He sweated it out for another night and 
then we began to run low on money and | 
knew I was going to have to become the 
bread winner. I went down to the club 
and got on as a specialty. I still had my 
old costumes, so I locked Eddie in the 
house and went back to beating the boards. 

The next day Eddie was jumpy but he 
seemed okay. When it came time for me to 
go to work, he even asked me to lock him 

n “for insurance,” and I did. I had fin. 
ished the first show and was sitting with a 
customer when one of the waiters brought 
me a message: Call The Number. 

I had realized that Eddie might call it, 
but I had counted on The Man demanding 
cash on the barrelhead. I found out when 
I phoned that he had cuffed it, just once, 
the night before. Eddie had been calling 
again tonight and The Man wanted his 
money. 

“Sue me.” I said, and hung up. 

But, of course, he was waiting outside 
the door for me when I got home. 

“I’ve got candy for the baby,” he said. 
“Six bits, please.” 

Eddie was banging on the door from the 
inside, so I opened it and we went in. | 
told The Man off, while Eddie cried and 
begged and then The Man started to tan- 
talize Eddie. He took the stuff out of his 
pocket and kept tossing it up in the air 
and catching it, like flipping a coin. So I 
paid him for the one he had cuffed and 
told him to take his candy and blow. He 
did and Eddie screamed and raved and 
called me a foul name. 

Finally I calmed him down a little and 
got him into bed. I locked us in and hid 
the key in a face cream jar in the bath- 
room. I stayed with him two days and two 
nights, only ducking out to get food, and 
practically all the time he was begging me 
to call The Number. 

“I got to have it, baby! I got to have 
just one more fix and then I’Il get in there 
and pitch. Call The Number, baby, and 
they’ll cuff this one more.” 

“No,” I said. “This is it, Eddie. They 
jumped the price from forty bucks to 
seventy-five bucks and he’ll keep going 


up.” 
“Okay, sugar,” he said. “We'll lick it 
then. I’ll whip it, with you in my corner.” 


But in the middle of the night I woke up 
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and he wasn’t there in the bed. I knew he 
couldn’t get out of the house, but I was 
worried. I heard him in the toilet and 
something told me I’d better get in there. 
| did—just in time to keep him from cut- 
ting his throat with a razor blade. 

Maybe it was a phony; maybe he made 
just enough noise to wake me up; maybe 
it was a bluff. I don’t know. All I do 
know is that I fought him there in the 
bathroom and he screamed and kept 
knocking me down and every time I came 
up he was making a pass at his throat with 
the razor. 

I would grab his arm and he would try 
to shake me off and then he would smack 
me and I’d go down, and finally he raked 
me across the hip with the blade and I 
began to bleed. 

That did it. He broke down and fell on 
his knees and kissed my feet and then he 
began to kiss the blood away—all the time 
babbling and crying. I watched my chance 
and grabbed the razor blade from the 
floor where he had dropped it and flushed 
it down the drain. 

He shoved me away and lunged for it, 
but it was too late. He turned on me and 
began to scream. “Why didn’t you let me 
do it! Why didn’t you do it for me, baby! 
Why didn’t you let me cut my throat. You 
won't help me. You won’t help me. You’d 
rather see me die!” 

I managed to get him out of the bath- 
room and back into bed and [ got in be- 
side him and held him tight and he lay his 
head on my breast and began to beg, 
“Honey, give me a break. Get me that fix. 
Just that one more fix. Just the one, so 
help me Hannah! Sugar, if you love me. 
Honey, please. If you love me, sugar, call 
The Number.” 

I couldn’t stand it anymore. I got up 
and called The Number and in twenty min- 
utes The Man was there. He rang the bell 
and Eddie began to twitch in anticipation. 
I got out of bed and fumbled for a bath- 
robe, but Eddie said, “Damn it, hurry.” 

So I hurried to the door in my night- 
gown and let The Man in. He looked at 
me and whistled. 

“Give it to me,” I said. 

“Let’s see some folding money,” he said. 

“Tomorrow night,” I said, “I’m going to 
work at the club.” 

“Goodbye, adios and stuff,” he said, but 
he gave me a long look, and said, “Un- 
less—” 

I had left the bedroom door half open 
and Eddie came out, wild-eyed and cried, 
“Don’t let him go!” 

“Cash on the barrelhead,’ The Man 
said. 

“Tomorrow,” I said. 

“Then, it’s tomorrow for the candy for 
baby,” he said. 

“Oh, no please, no!” Eddie cried. 

He began to froth at the mouth like a 
mad dog and fell on his knees in front of 
The Man, clutching at his legs. 

“Please,” I said, “Ill have the money 
tomorrow night.” 
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“Well, I might take a chance—” The 
Man began. 

Eddie hugged his legs and began to 
laugh, happily. 

The Man looked at me, looked right 
through my flimsy nightgown, and said, “If 
you’d be nice to me, that is.” 

“You'll get your money,” I said. 

“Oh, well then, goodnight,” The Man 
said. He reached down and shook Eddie 
loose and sent him sprawling on the floor. 

“Oh, honey, be nice to him!” Eddie said, 
on his knees, looking up at me with tears 
in his eyes. 

My insides did flip flops. The room 
seemed foggy like a nightclub filled with 
cigarette smoke. My head ached and I 
felt hot, then cold and the lights seemed 
to go dim and then bright again. All I 
could see was Eddie crawling there on his 
belly begging me to help him. 

The Man looked at me and I nodded. 

We helped Eddie into the bed and The 
Man gave it to him and I watched, know- 
ing all the time that it wouldn’t do any 
good, knowing that being nice to The Man 
wasn’t going to help Eddie. But I had to 
do it. 

He got the stuff and he was happy. I 
tucked him in and looked at his almost 
angelic face as he smiled in his dream 
world, calm, relaxed, happy. 

Then, I was nice to The Man. 

Before The Man left he said, “It must 
be kinda rough for a fine Spring chicken 
like you. Try this to soothe your nerves,” 
and he tossed me a cigarette that was 
twisted closed at both ends. I knew what 
it was. I sat there on the couch and 
watched him close the door behind him— 

When I got home and unlocked the 
door next night, Eddie cried and put his 
arms around me and buried his face 
against my breast and said he “wor- 
shipped” me. He said I had saved him, 
but I knew better. 

The Man came for his money. Eddie 
wouldn’t come out. He told me to pay him 
and tell him to go to hell—for good! I 
did, knowing it wasn’t for good, knowing 
it wasn’t for long. 

I had a little money left over so I stayed 
home with Eddie and tried to help him 
sweat it out. He couldn’t take it. 

One night he woke me up and said, 
“You got to call The Number, kid. I can’t 
take it anymore.” 

“You know what it means,” I said. 

“Maybe he won’t be feeling that way, 
he said, “maybe he’ll cuff it.” 

“Tt’ll be the same,” I said, 
to be nice to him.” 

He began to whimper. And I remem- 
bered the cigarette. I got it out and Eddie 
grabbed at it like a hungry wolf. He wet 
it all over with his parched lips, lit it and 
sucked at it anxiously. It popped and al- 
most flamed. 

Then he thrust it at me and said, “It’s 
no good, sugar. You try it. Maybe it'll 
help you stomach me when I get the 
shakes after a while.” 


” 


“Tl have 





I took the cigarette and looked at him 
there on the side of the bed. He was pale, 
thin, with beads of sweat popping out on 
his forehead. I knew what was coming. | 
stuck the cigarette into my mouth and 
pulled hard. 

That was the second time lightning 
struck. It was my second big mistake. 


i LET EDDIE whimper. I didn’t put my 

arms around him. I couldn’t put my 
arms around him and his head on my 
breast. I was feeling something new and 
strange and delightful in a dream world 
of my own. 

One step and the rest is easy. 

I started pulling time on the job like a 
stevedore. I didn’t dare miss. I wanted the 
loot but somehow I couldn’t seem to get 
enough and there was always Eddie there 
whimpering and shivering and begging 
and The Man with his sleek hair and 
sweet smell and one night after he had 
tossed me my little consolation prize | 
asked for something more. 

A toboggan never went downhill faster. 

Two weeks ago the club called to ask if 
I was coming to work. I needed a “fix” 
that I couldn’t pay for so I begged off. It 
was a holiday night. They fired me. I had 
no more than hung up the phone than 
Eddie started. 

“You got to call The Number, sugar,” 
he said. “We both need it something 
awful.” 

I believe that is the first time I realized 
I was almost as bad off as Eddie. It was a 
terrible shock. “I'll have to be nice to 
The Man,” I said. Somehow it suddenly 
all seemed very ugly and unreal to me. 

Eddie looked at me pitifully. “You 
should have let me kill myself that night,” 
he said. “I’ve degraded you.” 

“Not you, Eddie.” I said. “I did it my- 
self.” My voice seemed strange to my 
ear. My mouth was dry and my tongue 
was thick in my jaws. 

“IT know. Honey, I’m dead; I’m dead 
and don’t know it. Help me, honey. Help 
me lay down. You can do it easy, sugar, 
just a handful of sleeping pills. Just hold 
me in your arms, prop me up and give me 
the goofer pills.” 

“No, Eddie.” I said. 

“All right, then call The Number!” he 
shouted. 

I got out of bed and got the key and 
locked him in and I called a number, but 
not The Number. I called police head- 
quarters and I asked for the narcotics 
detail. I stooled. I blew the whistle on my 
poor little snowbird. It was the hard 
way—for me and for him, but it was the 
only way I knew to give the man I had 
loved not wisely but too well the one more 
chance he really needed. 

He may muff it, but I had to give it to 
him. 

And I'll be all right. I know I will. I 
took two bolts of lightning that struck me 
right where I live, and I did this for both 
Eddie and me. THE END 
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THE NEXT MEDICAL MILESTONE...CONQUEST OF CANCER? 


In a few short years we’ve seen the discovery of 
antibiotics, new wonder drugs for tuberculosis, a vaccine 
for polio. We will see the conquest of cancer, too, 

if people want it badly enough. Last year the American 
Cancer Society was unable to fill requests for research 
funds totalling almost $3,000,000. The reason—not 
enough money. Did you give all you could? 

Will you give all you can? 


AMERICAN CANCER SOCIETY 





GENTLEMEN: I want to help conquer Cancer; 


00 Please send me free information about 
Cancer. 


D Enclosed is my contribution of $ to 


the Cancer Crusade. 





NAME 





ADDRESS. _ 





CV eects STATE 








MAIL TO: Cancer, c/o your town’s Postmaster 





77 




















eee 





AGENTS 
WANTED 





Write For Special 
Agent’s Rates Today.... 
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WIDE SHOES 


& Widths c- -D- HE *“RUTH” in handsome black 
: tae 3 *suede or black calf. 3’ heel. 
+ Other styles to EEE. 


* Money back guar. 7.95 
e WRITE FOR FREE CATALOGUE 


pm SYD KUSHNER 
- Dept.T-3, 733 South St., Phila. 47, Pa. 


SONG POEMS Wanted 


MUSica, 











We specialize in Rhythm and 
Blues, Religious, Popular, and 
Love songs. Send your poems 
for rome’ FREE examination 
and deta 

PHONOGRAPH RECORDS MADE 


MUSIC CITY SONGCRAFTERS, Studio TN 
ARCADE BOX 2724, NASHVILLE, TENN. 





A Soothing Dressing- 
BURNS @ CHAFE e 
BRUISES e 
MINOR Skin Irritations see 
MATURE'S BEsy 


L tT) 7 Ss PETROLEUM we 
‘tan Oe Noth 


2H PHOTO a 


Size 8 x 10 Inches we ee 
on DOUBLE-WEIGHT Paper , 
me price for full length or bust 
f rm, groups, landscapes, pet ani- $ 
, ete., or enlargements of a ny : 
part « »f a group picture, Original is ; 
eturned with your enlargement. } 


Send NoMoney 3 for $150 4 


Helps 
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Just mail photo, negative or snap- 

shot any s d receive your enlargement. 
guaranteed fadeless,on beautiful doubles -weight 
portrait quality paper. Pay postman 67c plus . 
postage—or send 69c with order and we pay post- 
age.slake advantage of this amazing offer. Sendyour 





photos today. 


Professional Art Studies, 544 S. Malin, Dept. 57-a, Princeton, Illinols 
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The Trouble With Negro Men 


(Continued from Page 31) 


and promiscuity of Negro men. 

I met Jim when a group of us Red Cross 
workers went to an air base near Totstock, 
England, to attend a company dance given 
by one of the Negro outfits. He was a 
tall, willowy, 164 pounds of tensed muscle. 
His walk was sprightly and his movements 
sure. His facial features were ordinary, 
but his broad shoulders filled out his Eisen- 
hower jacket perfectly, tapering to a neat 
waist and strong hips. Everybody around 
the camp seemed to know him and seek 
his company. 

Because the Red Cross workers depend- 
ed on the GIs for certain luxuries that were 
not issued officially, I learned quickly that 
Jim was a fellow who could get a person 
most anything she wanted—nylons, Scotch, 
extra gasoline, perfume, blankets, an un- 
attached Jeep if necessary. 

We girls agreed that he should be cul- 
tivated and I was elected to make him our 
friend. I was not forward, but I was not 
hard to talk to when he approached me. 
We danced, had several drinks together 
and he introduced me to his commanding 
officer. He gave me a story that did not 
sound like a line. 

“You know, a guy over here is subject to 
say a lot of things to a girl from back 
home that he won’t necessarily mean,” 
Jim had started out. “I’m not saying I 
won’t do just that, but I want you to know 
that I think you’re intelligent enough to 
know when I’m telling the truth. I’d like 
to feel that you’re my girl—and who knows 
what might happen to us.” 

That sounded sensible and reasonable to 
me. We knew we would hardly be able to 
do any steady courting because of the dis- 
tances that separated us and the uncer- 
tainties of our assignments, but we 
promised to get together when we could 
and to write regularly. 

I liked Jim from the very first, and that 
first night I let him kiss me. As his lips 
touched mine we both began to tremble 
with pleasure. Our kiss was untinged with 
shame or regret. It was too new. It was 
more a searching, interrupted every now 
and then by a pause for breath and his 
whispered imprecations. At last I broke 
away and joined the others in the jeep 
taking us to another area of the air base 
where still another party was going on. 

As fate would have it, I ran into an old 
friend of mine whom I had not seen since 
high school days the minute we stepped 
out of the jeep at the new party. Bennie 
had always been an unusual friend be- 
cause he was an unusual person. In school, 
he was a star athlete and had had many, 
many girls. But like every other man, he 
had also had one girl buddy with whom 
he talked over his girl problems. I was the 


girl buddy. 


It had been nearly ten years since we 
had seen each other, and to accidentally 
run into each other in the cold, gray night 
of an air base in England was quite excit- 
ing. We immediately attacked each other 
with barrages of questions. 

No two magpies could have been more 
absorbed in chatter than we were when 
Jim barged into the day room. He stomped 
right over to where we were sitting, cast a 
disdainful glance at the captain’s bars on 
Bennie’s shoulders and ripped into me. 

“If you wonder why I’m here, it’s be- 
cause I was curious to see if it’s true what 
they say about Red Cross workers. And 
I guess it is. Like the sailors with a girl 
in every port, you gals have got a guy in 
every camp, huh? Boy, was I almost 
hooked!” he ‘shouted. 

“But, Jim,” I tried to explain, “Bennie 
here is just an old high school friend, and 
a 

Bennie cut in with “Don’t get your dan- 
der up, Lieutenant. We’re just old pals. 
You look more her type if I remember 
correctly. She likes ’em slim and trim. 
I’m too big and muscle bound. Suppose 
we all have a drink.” 

But Jim was steaming. 

“Don’t try to placate me—SIR!,” he 
countered with a sneer in his voice. “I 
don’t come from some little hick town back 
in the States. I’m from the city and I’m 
hep to these slick chicks. They’ll drop a 
lieutenant for a captain at the sound of a 
mess call.” 

He turned to me. “Forget you ever saw 
me, cutey.” And he was gone. 

Bennie and I stayed on to talk a while 
longer and I moved around among the 
enlisted men, talking and joshing with 
them for maybe an hour. I knew I had to 
do something to ease the tension that Jim’s 
outburst had caused. 

Then, as quietly as I could, I slipped 
out of the party, got into the jeep and 
drove wildly back across the air strip to 
Jim’s company area. Through the window 
I could see he was not at the party any 
longer, so I rushed down into officer's 
country and peeked at the name stakes in 
front of the tents until I found his. There 
was a dim light on inside. I walked right 
in, somehow expecting to find him sitting 
there brooding over a bottle. 

I got the surprise of my life. 

She was not a particularly good looking 
English girl, but my first glance told me 
she could have posed for that famous 
calendar picture as easily as Marilyn 
Monroe did. She was certainly undressed 
for it—and Jim looked like he was ready 
to go before the cameras to model for a 
BVD ad. 

Strangely, nobody said anything. | 
turned, went back to the jeep and returned 
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to the party and to Bennie. If he had | Got Reliet from Itching, Sting of 


missed me, he never acted like it. Bennie 
was like that. 





































ONTHS LATER, headed across the S CA LY ¢ K i ® 
Channel toward France I sat on the 
deck and took the incident to pieces and 
e we examined the parts. DISCOMFORT 
ntally Despite my initial hope that he was dif- 
night ferent, Jim had proved himself an average 
excit- Negro man. He was a sucker for a general- “I suffered a long time with itchy, 
other jzation about women, he had a complex stingy misery of a scaly skin disease. 
about other men he suspected might be It was called Psoriasis. It would itch 
more smarter than he, he was suspicious and and burn often. After trying many 
when sneaky, and he would use any excuse at skin helps, I used Black and White 
mped all to pop into bed with another woman. Ointment. It really relieved the 
rast a That was a day of decision for me. misery, and in a short while I was 
rs on I had occasionally danced with, talked much more comfortable.’’ 
me. to and been invited to dinner by English- 
's be men during my stay in Great Britain. I iar doanien Ge 
what had not shied away from any social con- ' ; 
And tact with the white men who came into our 
a girl Red Cross clubs because I did not think 
uy in it democratic for us to go out into the Over 
Imost communities recruiting hostesses from the 
English YWCAs and church clubs and then Thousands praise famous Black and White 51 
ennie turn a cold shoulder to any English sol- ren ie tans intiagen: hs 3 pene —— Million 
|, and dier who wandered into one of our clubs. yee der Trial ar aan 206. nteter 
Some of the English fellows had been size only 35¢, and you get 4% times as Packages 
- dan- bad eggs bent on sampling American — in the large sige tse a Sold 
pals, blackberry juice, but some others had been pees pl and White Skin Soap. aily 
-mber real gentlemen whom the general anonym- 
trim. ity of a wartime uniform did not degrade. 
ppose They had taken me on tours of London, 
through the factories of Manchester, on 





sightseeing trips to Coventry and to tea 
g g is y 


























ae in their homes. 
ie. “I I had been greatly impressed with the | 
back gentility of some Englishmen, their suave- | 
d I'm ness and the noticeable absence of un- 
rop a wanted clinches and patting sessions. Sev- 
| of a eral of them had spoken as if they had 
more than a bedroom interest in me, so I 
r saw decided that day on the ship in the middle 
: of the English channel that the next Eu- 
while ropean man who seemed to mean business 
‘> was going to get a decent hearing from me. 
wren I met Ron eight weeks later at a side- 
Jim's walk book stall in the shadows of Notre 
Dame cathedral. I was having a hot bar- 
ipped tering session with the bookseller in my 
and pidgin French when he came to my rescue. 
ip to As he walked up I noticed that he had a 
ndow copy of Jean Paul Sartre in his hand, and 
y any after we had settled my difference with 
icer’s the bookseller, he invited me to have a 
es in glass of wine with him on the Champs 
7 _" a a | Advertisers in this magazine are 
hee, t happened to be Spring in Paris. Ron | good names to know. They’re proud 
itting was not aggressive. He had a typically | FOUR WAYS BRAND NAMES SATISFY YOU MOST of their brands ‘cause they satisfy so! 
English face—very pale and very frank. | 1. BUY WITH TRUST! 3, ewoy More cHoices 
sking | on ‘tld me he had been studying law be- quality. Brand Names wear sections Brand Narses oer Nu qq Qe it « jgought it" 
4 a fore the war began. There was something best, work best, taste best, Soman fa sien, pm, P "Tt gold itl { He; 
oui responsible and protective about him which | ; : sks 
vrilyn I liked at once. He was tall, with the kind | 2. pain 4. > 7 bone 
essed | ° good looks that immediately inspires | —tatmenen” ato 
ready | Confidence. | Stee" See coe 
for a We explored Paris together—the shops 
and the bistros, the Eiffel Tower and the itinnees tae — 
g. I | catacombs, and we discovered love in the 
ined | Jardin de Tuileries. BRAND NAMES FOUNDATION, INC. 437 FirtH AVE. « NEW YORK 16, N.Y. 
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with lovely, lustrous, thrilling hair appearance! 


Raveen’s new scientific formula 
works to help stop dry scalp, 
splitting hair, breaking ends 










If you've been looking and 
looking for something that would 
glorify your hair and give it 
more beautiful and glamorous 
appearance, RAVEEN may be the 
answer to your prayers. RAVEEN gets 
to work on that dry, itchy, scaly scalp and 
helps Nature to give you the appearance that goes 
with shining billows of 
long, lustrous hair you’ve 
always_wanted. If the length of 
your hair has been affected by its 
undue dryness, you owe it to 
yourself to try RAVEEN on 

our generous no risk offer 











Mail coupon for no risk offer! 
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1820 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago 16, Ill. 
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; oe 5 Please send me RAVEEN at once on your guaranteed no 1 
Try RAVEEN according to direc- é risk offer. i 
tions. If not completely satisfied, re- } OCI enclose $1.20 OC Send C.0.D. plus postage fj 
turn unused portion of jar and full ¢ - 4 
purchase price will be immediately p seni f 
refunded. Address f 
City State : 
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We had strolled the long two miles down 
the Champs Elysees from the Etoile in the 
oppressive heat of late afternoon. The 
sights, sounds and odors of France as- 
sailed me. The late evening sun filtered 
through the trees, gay Parisians whizzed 
by on bicycles carrying yard-long loaves 
of fresh bread. As we sauntered into the 
Tuileries gardens, the clipped hedges, for. 
mal flower patches and the fresh smell of 
growing greenness in the old shade trees 
overwhelmed me. 

I lay down on the grass in a quiet al.- 
cove off one of the gravel paths and was 
half asleep when Ron whispered my name, 
I opened my eyes. The sky was a deep 
blue. I made no reply as he moved close 
beside me. My heart began to beat faster, 
heavily, because his hand had just touched 
my shoulder. 

A dozen times before he had touched me 
like this, but this time, my being half 
asleep and his seeming accidental touch 
had somehow broken down my defenses. 
I turned my head toward him. I was get- 
ting to know him better. 

But I told myself I was not getting to 
know him better although I was tormented 
by the way my heart was thumping. He 
bent over me. I thought of the past few 
weeks, of my feeling of peace and confi- 
dence when I was with him. I frankly 
thought of the difference in our skin color 
and I was tempted to resist the touch of 
his soft, thin lips on mine. 

“Ron,” I said. “We were so happy—” 

But his kiss was gentle. I looked at the 
sky; then saw nothing but lights bursting 
under my closed eyelids. The warmth, the 
dizziness and the savor of our first love 
adventure went on until the shrill sound 
of an auto horn pulled us apart guiltily. 


I LEFT RON without a word and went 
home. I was surprised that I had given 
myself so easily in a public garden but as 
I looked in the mirror undressing, there 
was a happy, peaceful smile on my face 
that made my eyes glow as I had never 
seen them glow before. I knew that I 
loved Ron and I knew I would marry him. 
I also knew as I lay in bed reflecting 
as I stared at the moon that night that I 
had discovered one of the greatest and 
most damnable faults of Negro men: they 
judge a woman’s tastes, ideas and reac- 
tions in sex by their own. They have no 
appreciation for the fact that women are 
vastly different sexual creatures than men. 
Because to him sex is often simply a 
matter of physical relief, the Negro man’s 
approach to his woman is frequently blunt 
and direct. Not only does he ignore the 
emotional factors of love and attraction 
which make a woman responsive physically 
but he compounds his error by imagining 
that she can be aroused by the same erotic 
stimuli which arouse him. He frequently 
exposes his woman to pornographic art oF 
photography, thinking it will excite her. 
But if he knew the truth, he would know 
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that such vulgar things tend to have the 
opposite effect. They decrease a woman’s 
interest as do many a Negro man’s bad 
bachelor habits which he carries over into 
a serious love effort. 

As bachelors, few if any men are con- 
cerned with anyone’s pleasure beside their 
own. Even when they are aware that their 
mates are entitled to a pleasure equal to 
their own, their habit of haste is so in- 
grained that they find themselves unable to 
wait. The result is a frustrated woman 
bitter about love. 

To add insult to injury, the Negro man 
often feels there is something wrong with 
his woman because she “takes so long.” 
He has little realization that the arousal 
time of the female is normally much longer 
than that of the male, and that it depends 
largely upon the man’s skill as a lover. 

I could not remember as I iay there 
thinking back what Ron had said to me at 
the crucial moment. I only knew that he 
had spoken words of love and tenderness. 
I only knew that he had been unhurried 
and gentle. 

As I thought of my determination to 
marry Ron, I searched about for justifica- 
tion beyond our mere physical attraction. 
It suddenly became crystal clear to me 
that we had already justified our union. 
We had proved by our mutual interest in 
things, places and ideas that we were 
suited for each other long before sex en- 
tered the picture. Sex had not been the 
motivation of our relationship. It had been 
the consummation. 

Thus it was that not too many days later 
when I saw the chocolate-colored soldier 
and his girl locked in hot embrace in the 
Bois, I was convinced that as lovers Negro 
men are fakes and phonies. 

Love is such a tender thing, even in 
blasé France the true lover does not make 
a public display of his sexual hopes or 
proclivities. Love is a thing for two to 
share, a delicate thing to be handled 
quietly, gently, skillfully, unhurriedly like 
a jeweler cutting a rare diamond. 

I did not marry Ron immediately. Many 
miles and many months separated us be- 
fore we became man and wife. No less 
than half a dozen other prominent Negro 
women blazed the trail of interracial mar- 
riage before I took the big step. 

The great Katherine Dunham, who is as 
famous a student of anthropology as she is 
a dancer; internationally famous singers 
Anne Brown and Mattiwilda Dobbs; 
tional Lena Horne and talented Hilda 
Simms took the giant step before I did. 
Thad always admired all of them and I 
convinced myself they had known enough 
Negro men to feel as I did that we de- 
served the best we could get. 

One day just before I was to set sail to 
return to England and Ron, I called Ben- 
nie long distance and discussed my plans 
with him. 

Bennie, good old Bennie, who had known 
me since childhood and shared many of his 
problems with me was sympathetic and 
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* Yes, Black and White 
Vanishing Cream is the 
choice of beauty-wise 
women everywhere! Let it 
beautify your complexion. 
Greaseless (can’t cause = 
blackheads), checks skin — 
oiliness. Make-up looks 
fresher, skin feels softer! 














For a creamy, non-drying lip- 
g stick that stays on and on, look 
; for the name Black and White. 








“This 
make-up base 
keeps my best 
face forward 

all day” 







“I am in constant contact 
with the publicand must be 
careful of my appearance. 
Black and White Vanish- 
ing Cream has proved to 
be the make-up base I can 
rely on to keep make-up 
looking best at all times.” ES 

Mrs. Dorothy C. Russell | 

Norfolk, Va. - 














Remove make-up with Black and White 
Cleansing Cream. Soften skin with Black 
and White Cold Cream. 35¢ each. 
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Suffer Varicose | 


Da we 4 Ppa and misery of Varicose 


send away at once for FREE | 
Booklet * Wit ik PE T METHODS FOR HOME USE. 
Tells all about this 60-year-old method, praised and en- 
dorsed by thousands. Liepe Methods, Dept. A-70 
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“LOVE ME ALWAYS” 
















“LOVE TIME,” the alluring per- 
fume, delicately blended to linger 
for HOURS ... an Red 

. fpr enon 4 BA 
LOVE and ROMANCE. Men 
never tire of delicate perfume, 
.. a conjures in them all the 

‘1 he JOYMENT of LIFE and 
LOVE. “LOVE TIME’ e hints of a great many Gatights 
in store for you. A FEW DROPS AT A TIME IS ALL 
YOU NEED! MONEY BACK GUARANTEE! 
“LOVE TIME” must satisfy you in every way or your 
money returned at any time! FULL directions with 
every order. Only $2.00 with order. ($2 a COD.) FREE 
GIFT IF Fos Ene MONEY wie RDER! 

MA ME BEATRICE EPT. 612-D 

504 Hicksville Rd., ache N.Y. 


Moorish Hair Crayon, darkens 
and hides ugly grey hairs—looks 
natural—gives yourhair younger 
lovely sparkle. Send only 3 
dimes (30¢). A $1 Value—only 
1 to a customer. Special. Give 
shade. Will wash out but does 





















not rub off, ‘. 
Lotest 
Hoir Style Seamee, SEND FOR 
Chart included FREE. BEAUTY SECRET 
GOLD MEDAL HAIR PRODUCT INC. | CATALOG 
Dept. y-1 Brooklyn 35, N.Y. 
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TENSE NERVOUS 
HEADACHES 


call for 


STRONGER Yet SAFER 


INACIN 


on’t Upset The Stomac 
ph... not only gives stronger, faster 
relief from pain of headache, but is also 
safer. Won’t upset the stomach and has 
nop bad effects. You see, Anacin is like a 
doctor’s prescription. That is, Anacin con- 
tains not just one but a combination of 

medically proven, active ingredients. Sci- 
entific research has proved no single drug 
can give such strong yet such safe relief 
as Anacin. Buy Anacin Tablets today! 














Shrinks Hemorrhoids 
New Way Without Surgery 


Science Finds Healing Substance That 
Relieves Pain—Shrinks Hemorrhoids 

For the first time science has found a 
new healing substance with the astonishing 
ability to shrink hemorrhoids and to relieve 
pain — without surgery. 

In case after case, while gently relieving 
pain, actual reduction (shrinkage) took 
place, 

Most amazing of all — results were so 
thorough that sufferers made astonishing 
statements like “Piles have ceased to be a 
problem!” 

The secret is a new healing substance 
(Bio-Dyne*)—discovery of a world-famous 
research institute. 

This substance is now available in sup- 
pository or ointment form under the name 
Preparation H.* Ask for it at all drug count- 
ers—money back guarantee, “Reg. U.S. Pat. Off. 
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“NOW I'M MY OWN BOSS 
in CUSTOM 


UPHOLSTERY’ 


James Brown, Former Low-Paid 
; ] Lunchroom Attendant, Now 
s7™ Successful in His Own Business. 


UTS Training solved my problem of little 
noney, no future. After graduation, I soon 
.veraged $85 a week in my own business. Now 

I need larger space for my growing business. 

Without UTS I could never have gotten so 

far.” 

WHAT DO YOU WANT? Your Own Business—A 

Steady Job—Substantial Sparetime Earnings—A 

Better Future? They're all Waiting for YOU in 

the Big Opportunity Field of Custom Furniture 

Upholstery. 

\T HOME in spare time, you can learn this profitable 
a easily, quickly, just as James Brown and other 
holstery Trades School graduates have done. Trained 
I rers are scarce. You can earn as you leam to 

ce Faced money all year ’round at home, in your own 

or in a well-paid job. The practical N. Y. State 
roved UTS course teaches you professional custom 
ture upholstery, reupholstery, slip cover, furniture 
repairs; window cornice, cushion and drapery 
Course includes FREE—AII professional tools, 
nplete frames, materials and fabrics to make beautiful 
1olstered furniture and slip covers—you keep or sell. 


FREE BOOK—FREE SAMPLE LESSON 


ept this FREE SAMPLE LESSON—with which you'll be 
to repair the bottoms of chairs, couches, web! 
hes, stools, dozens of things! Accept this DELUXE 36 
page PICTURE bay ge (108 ee aenet “UPHOL 
Your New Way to a Successful Ca 
expanding big o Lea pen A field 
MONEY in upholstery! AD ALL: Asour” it in TREE 
ag NO OBLIGATION WRITE TODAY! Training in 
Y. School also available. Upholstery Trades School, 
Dept FA-101-05, 721 B'way, v. 3. 


APPROVED FOR VETERANS | 


— —_—e 
elstery Trades Seheet, Dept. FA-101-05 : 
21 Broadway, N. 3. N. Y. 
Please send ‘me BREE book and | 
FREE sample lesson. No obliga- 
tion. No — wilt call. 
oO re Study N. Y. School 
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understanding. We talked about other 
Negro women who had weighed Negro 
men in the balance and found them want- 
ing—Pear] Bailey, Diahann Carroll, Bon- 
nie Collins. 

“You know, what you’re about to do is 
beginning to bother a lot of us Negro 
men,” Bennie confided to me. “All the 
best of our women seem to find their way 
into the arms of white fellows. Maybe 
we're not really as hot as we’ve been 
thinking we are,” Bennie chuckled good- 
naturedly. 

“Oh, Bennie,” I said. “It probably isn’t 
that at all. But I do think sometimes that 
Negro fellows have gotten carried away 
with their publicity.” 

“Well, let’s look at Eartha Kitt,” Bennie 
joshed. “She’s supposed to be the hottest 
goods to ever expose a thigh. Every time 
you turn around some white fellow is fall- 


ing out breathless at the mere sight of her, 
She’s got the male world at her feet, but, 
you know, you’ve never heard of her being 
seriously linked with a Negro man. There 
must be something going on here that we 
guys don’t know about,” Bennie trailed off 
a little sadly. 

“T think maybe there is, Bennie,” I told 
him. “And one day I’m going to write it 
all out for any of the thousands of Gls I 
knew overseas who may be interested to 
see.” 

And that’s what I’ve done. 

Of course, there are many exceptions to 
the kind of Negro man I’ve described. If 
your man is one, congratulate yourself, 
And I am not selling interracial marriage 
as the solution. If your man isn’t one of 
the exceptions, perhaps you can use this 
article to give him some idea how he can 
light a new fire of love in your eyes. 

THE END 





On The 


Records 
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ex-Duke Ellington band vocalist Betty 
(Take the “A” Train) Roche comes off in 
a natural fashion in her assignment. Ap- 
pearing as Clara, devoted wife of Crown, 
she registers effectively as a_ sensitive 
woman concerned about the safety of her 
evil-doing mate. On Side Six, Betty de- 
livers one of the most moving tunes in the 
album as she echoes the haunting Sum- 
mertime. 

While Negroes are top featured in the 
Bethelehem collection as vocalists, they 
have other roles on the recordings too. 
Duke Ellington’s band appears on one 
number on Side One, playing a sort of 
pepped-up arrangement of Summertime. 
Trumpet star Howard McGhee, as a sup- 
porting instrumentalist, does some cre- 
ative horn-tooting in backing vocalists on 
numbers like I’ve Got Plenty of Nuthin’ 
and Red Headed Woman. 

Bethelehem’s Poggy and Bess album is 
a package of three 12-inch LPs and the 
biggest project ever attempted by the la- 
bel. It required recording sessions in New 
York and Hollywood, and called for a 
cast of some 100 performers, singers and 
instrumentalists. Practically every vocal- 
ist and instrumentalist under contract to 
the diskery had a hand in making the col- 
lection, which took all of two weeks to 
complete. 

As recorded by Bethelehem, the Porgy 
and Bess legend is kept mostly true to the 
original theme as it was first presented on 
a Broadway stage 21 years ago. Loaded 
with pathos and humor, happy music and 
sad music, tranquility and violence, it 
traces the poignant drama of the crippled 
Porgy as he tries vainly to hold the love 
of good-looking Bess, who is an unhappy 
victim of circumstances. 

The story rocks from light-hearted in- 
terludes to stormy uprisings. After Bess is 
forced to consort with Crown, she later 


seeks refuge with Porgy and they come to | 
love each other. Then, after a gay lodge — 
picnic at Kittiwah Island, Crown meets 
death from Porgy’s knife. Porgy is jailed 
for murder. Finale finds Porgy released 
from jail, discovering Bess has gone off to 
New York with Sportin’ Life. He vows to 
make the thousand-mile journey in his 
goat-cart to recover his erring love. 


Your Child 
(Continued from Page 39) 
easily be early manifestations of a much 
more grave and complicated illness. 

Since there has been no medication dis- 
covered to prevent the common cold, every 
mother should realize that the longer her 
child’s cold lasts, the more prone he be- 
comes to its serious after-effects. But with 
a few precautionary measures and a 
prompt visit to the doctor, it will be pos- 
sible for both you and your child to spend 
a relatively worry-free winter. 

TO PROTECT YOUR CHILD: 
Dress him properly, remembering that too 
much clothing is as bad as too little. 
Schools are often overheated which makes 
it unnecessary to wear bulky sweaters or | 
heavy jackets. Wet clothing should be re- 
moved at once, never allow it to dry on 
the body. Shoes and socks, damp with 
snow, should also be replaced by dry foot- 
wear with boots or galoshes worn as pro 
tection. Proper diet and plenty of rest also” 
helps maintain a resistance against colds.” 

UNTIL THE DOCTOR COMES: 
Many mild cold conditions may be relieved 
by bed rest and a large intake of fluids. 
If the child is not improved within a 24-48 
hour period or if his condition seems worse, — 
call the doctor. Do not become alarmed, 
as a sensitive or excitable child will no 
tice your concern which may only tend to | 
aggravate his condition. 











